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Attention ! 


One effective 
way of helping our 
Missionaries in China is 
by renewing your sub- 
scription to THE SIGN. 
Please remember that 
all money derived from 
the sale of this. magazine 
is sacred money and is 
given to the last penny 
to the great work of ex- 
tending Christ’s King- 
dom in China! 
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Passionist: 


FIDELIS OF THE CROSS 


By WALTER GEORGE SMITH, A.M., LL.D. AND HELEN GRACE SMITH 


Of this inspiring biography, the Charleston Gazette says: ‘This book is a record 
that no religious person, be he Catholic, Jew or Protestant, should be deprived of 
reading.” The story of James Kent Stone, who became a zealous Passionist, 
after having been an Episcopalian minister, is here presented as a compelling 
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: » cAn Annual Feast with 
Gh VIS: tmds * an &very-day Meaning 


To the READERS of THE SIGN. 
My Dear Friends: 


Some years ago I saw a cartoon of Christmas in three pictures. Each 
picture represented an idea of the day as regarded by each of three classes. 

The first picture depicted a merchant standing at the door of his store 
and smugly rubbing his hands at the sight of his numerous customers. This is the 
COMMERCIAL Christmas. For the merchant, Christmas is simply the climax 
of a busy selling season. To him it means bigger business and more profits. 


“nnn 


| 


MI 


The second picture povtrayed the living room of an average American home. 
In a corner stood a Christmas tree. On the floor two children were playing with 
their toys. Around the center table was a group of happy grown-ups. This is 
the SOCIAL Christmas—a time for the giving and receiving of gifts, the exchange 
of merry greetings and good wishes, the re-union of hearts that love one another; 
—it ts a jolly day for the children. 

The third picture showed a stable. The radiant Infant lay in the manger. 
On either side of Him were the Virgin Mother and St. Joseph kneeling in adora- 
tion. This ts the RELIGIOUS Christmas, preéminently a religious feast on which 
is commemorated the glad tidings of God’s gift of His Only Begotten Son. = 

We Catholics do not envy the merchant his commercial Christmas. We 
= rather pity him if the great day means nothing more to him than an increase in bust- 
ness. And it ts only proper that all should have their social Christmas wherein they 
rejoice and are glad. 
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But for us Catholics, Christmas means more than business and social gatety. 
For us it has a significance which it cannot have for others who believe in Christ’s 
Name. To us tt ts not merely a commemoration but an actuality. It is not only 
the anniversary of a unique event but it is also the emphatic statement of an 
every-day fact—the fact of Christ’s abiding presence with us. 


For us Jesus Christ is not a memory but a living reality. When He 
came to earth He came to stay. On our altars He is as truly present as He 
was in the manger at Bethlehem. ‘‘God With Us” is the meaning of Christmas. 
“God With Us” is the meaning of the Blessed Sacrament. 


In its deepest significance, then, Christmas Day is not confined to Decem- 
ber 25; for every day throughout the year we have with us a Savior Who is 
Christ the Lord. 

In the name of THE SIGN Staff, and of our Priests and Sisters in China, 
whose work for Christ the Lord you have so generously supported, I wish 
you the merriest of Christmases and the happiest of New Years. 


| 


i 





LOOM ONODO DO ONODO DY, 


I 


| 


rT 


Jyix us TOOTOL TOTOTEOTS 





TOUR 


‘Mc 


| 


Faithfully yours in Christ. 
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Sonietized SMextco 
a His fourth letter addressed to Mr. Harvey 
and published in Liberty Mr. Sidney Suther- 
land, the son of a Methodist clergyman, presents 
the Catholic side of the Religious War in Mexico. 
He begins with a tribute to the freedom of speech 
and press under Calles: 


If you talk to one whose viewpoint coincides with 
the government’s, you may quote him freely. Indeed, 
he will press upon you his name, address, vocation, 
and photograph. 

But if you wish to publish the opinion of men and 
women who disagree with what is going on, you have 
to mask their identities in utter anonymity. It is 
a dangerous thing to disagree with Calles. Hence 
what the authorities of the Catholic Church and promi- 
nent lay members thereof think about the present 
anachronistic religious conflict will simply have to be 
the composite answer of many minds. 

I cannot name them because that is to inscribe their 
names on a police warrant. 


* * * 


0 THE charge that places the illiteracy of the 
Mexicans at the door of the Church, the 
answer comes: 


If illiteracy is widespread in Mexico today, it is 
because of the government If there is any reading 
and writing at all, it is because of the Catholic priest- 
hood. 

“Certainly the Church owned immense properties. 
Our acquisition was encouraged by Spain because we 
alone could keep the aborigines in peace. And, to 
preach, one has to stand upon something besides the 
air. We quickly found that it was only by grand and 
imposing monuments in stone and mortar that the 
native mind could be impressed. 

“Tf we held large tracts of land, it was to teach our 
converts to cultivate it, to raise live stock on it, to 
bring it within the pacified areas, to make it contri- 
bute to a teeming Europe’s needs. Unlike the minis- 
ters of other creeds, the Catholic clergy is not paid 
wages. We live on the free offerings of our flocks.” 


* * * 


ow and why the Church mixed in politics is 
thus stated by the Catholic leaders: 


“They accuse us of mixing in politics. The Church 
is composed of clergy and laymen, all human beings 
with human rights, and the welfare of those human 
beings required us to protest at times against the sav- 
ages sitting in the Federal and State palaces thoughout 
the country. And when conditions became insuffer- 
able, we sometimes listened to the promises and 
pledges of an aspiring official and gave him our spiritual 
and moral support in his efforts to encompass a change, 
since any change must needs be a relief. 

“Let the world know this: Not once has a Mexican 
kept his word that he would halt the practices that 
were destroying his land! One would have thought, 
indeed, that we should have been cured of our efforts 
to improve the situation. But because good deeds are 


repulsed today is no reason for not essaying a new 
attempt tomorrow to bring about improvement.” 


* * * 


REED is the cause of the diabolical onslaught 
G of the Calles Government on Christianity: 


“What have we here today? We have a Cabinet 
whose members are fattening on the taxes and graft 
wrung from a decaying commerce and a dying industry. 

“Mexico has not advanced a step in her internal 
betterment, and she has retrograded immeasurably 
in her foreign relations. The government has the 
hatred of the helpless and leaderless millions within her 
frontiers, and the contempt of the civilized world with- 
out. Native and foreign business men are hopeless, 
desperate, nearly bankrupt. The agrarian program, 
trumpeted as the solution of all Mexico’s ills, is based 
on the ancient and ever fallacious doctrine that you 
can get something for nothing merely by stealing it. 
It is based on sheer confiscation, and it has resulted, 
not in improving the lot of the landless Mexican, but 
in discouraging the man who actually was cultivating 
his soil. 

Rich in resources, in potentialities, in a Heaven-sent 
destiny to become a world leader in agriculture, mining, 
oil production, stock raising, precious woods, what is 
Mexico today? An aboriginal waste, where no culture 
exists, where no progress is possible, where even hope 
has died; a country actually importing corn and beans 
and wheat; a country that rapidly is sliding back into 
the abyss of utter barbarism—the barbarism of the 
North American Indian. 

“To what do we attribute the present onslaught 
against Christianity? Simply to the desire to possess 
themselves of our property, and to the fact that the 
rulers of Mexico are a sovietized, irreligious, Christ- 
hating band of outlaws.” 

* 2 @ 


C= and deluded, the unionized labor 
element does not realize how it is being 
actually betrayed: 


“The unionized labor of Mexico, particularly here in 
the capital, is a misled, misinformed, mistaken group 
of ignorant men whose leaders are exploiting them, 
misdirecting them, and grafting on them until they 
have amassed millions. . 

“Tt is enough to say that the ungodly elements and 
the unholy gold of Moscow are being used freely to 
corrupt a ruling element eager to be corrupted, and 
to debauch a working class that does not know it is 
being betrayed. It is this propaganda, handled by 
the soviet embassy here, that is largely responsible for 
present conditions in Mexico. 


* * * - 


HATEVER wealth the Church has in Mexico she 
got honestly. That her possessions have been 
greatly exaggerated may be seen from this state- 
ment: 
“The whole proceeding is merely a conspiracy to 
possess themselves of our properties. 
“And even legally—still omitting reference to our 
divine origin and existence—Calles has no right to 
confiscate our possessions and destroy our church. The 
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constitution of 1917 was adopted by a set of Carran- 
cistas in Queretaro who called themselves a national 
congress. Of the dozen parties in existence, only those 
bandits who had helped the pro-German Carranza into 
power were allowed to sit in that congress. .. 

“The value of our holdings, including church build- 
ings, monasteries, convents, schools, and the land 
these stand on; haciendas, stocks and bonds, cash and 
precious vessels, incomes, trusteeships, and personal be- 
longings, might be estimated generously at half a 
billion pesos. Not so much by half as the government 
claims, but surely a prize worth fighting for— 
worth it to Calles and his avaricious cohorts, and worth 
it to the Catholic Church, which worked for many 
centuries to accumulate it.” 


*- * * 


‘ 


HE astuteness of President Calles may be thus 

summarized: He conceals the truth by exer- 
cising a rigid censorship over the press; he humors 
high finance by making substantial payments on 
the national debt and on Mexican bonds in Wall 
St.; he avoids the antagonism of foreign firms by 
not enforcing the Twenty-seventh article which 
would steal their oil lands; he holds the good will 
of business men by forbidding organized labor to 
strike at the present time; he makes no effort to 
enforce against the Protestant churches the diaboli- 
cal laws he enforces against the Catholic Church. 
But for all his astuteness his day will come, as 
came the day of his thieving, grafting, murderous, 
sacrilegious predecessors! 


Gonfusing the Sagans 


LEADING article in the North China Herald 
dwells with regret upon the withdrawal of the 
China Inland Mission from the National Christian 


Council. Members of the Inland Mission number 
over a thousand and are drawn from all the Pro- 
testant countries in Europe and from Canada and 
Australia. The secession was due to theological 
differences. 

We experience no particular elation in publishing 
this item. It will not help the cause of Christianity 
among the pagans if the latter find Christian mis- 
sionaries more and more at odds as to the very 
essentials of what they believe and what they want 
their neophytes to believe. Catholic missionaries, 
of course, are at an advantage to the extent that the 
pagan, sufficiently capable of reflection, will be duly 
impressed by the unity and stability of their disci- 
pline and doctrine. Thus will he be led to discover 
who are the bearers of the authentic message. 

This latest incident in the China mission field is 
but further evidence of how Protestantism works 


out in practice. It must be disheartening to earnest 
souls who have penetrated to the remotest corners 
of that benighted land, amid untold hardships, to 
find their efforts neutralized even there by dissident 
opinions. We should wish that their vexation result 
in serious inquiry as to the source of their commis- 
sion and the doctrine they teach. 


“Ghe Marlborough Case 


N UNJUSTIFIABLE amount of publicity has 

been given to the Marlborough Case; and 
unfortunately much of this publicity has conveyed 
distorted and false notions of the Church’s teaching 
and procedure in regard to marriage. Some plain 
statements will help to clear the atmosphere. 

1. To the Catholic Church marriage is both a 
sacrament and a contract. She places certain con- 
ditions for the valid administration and reception 
of the sacrament. She also places certain condi- 
tions for the making of a valid marriage contract. 

2. If all the necessary conditions for a valid 
marriage are not present, the Church, on an appeal 
being made by the interested party or parties, will 
declare such a marriage invalid. 

3. One of the necessary conditions for the con- 
tracting of a valid marriage is that the parties to 
the marriage enter into it freely and with full 
consent. 

4. If either or both of the parties are forced 
or coerced to go through a marriage ceremony, 
that ceremony does not constitute a marriage. 

5. It makes no difference how long a couple 
may have lived together as man and wife; it makes 
no difference if they had two or twenty children; 
if they were not married, they are not married. 
The mere going through a ceremony, whatever the 
pomp and notoriety accompanying it, the living 
together, the having children—these things of and 
by themselves do not make a valid marriage. 

6. An illustration. We ourselves know a case 
wherein a brother and sister were married to 
each other. They had been raised in different 
orphanages. At the time of their marriage cere- 
mony they did not know of their relationship. 
In ignorance of it they lived together ior years, 
and had three children. Were they married? They 
were not! Their apparent marriage was annulled. 

7. What is an annullment? It is not the 
breaking of a marriage chain that binds two per- 
sons together. It is simply a statement that no 
such chain exists and that the apparently-married 
couple are not bound by marriage ties to each 
other. 
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8. In the Marlborough Case it is claimed that 
Consuelo Vanderbilt, a girl of seventeen, was 
forced or coerced through fear into marrying the 
Duke of Marlborough, a man considerably older. 
Miss Vanderbilt was the daughter of a multi- 
millionaire. The Duke had a distinguished title 
but little money. 


9. It is the teaching of the Catholic Church in 
Canon 203 of the Code of Canon Law that “Mar- 
riage is null also when it is contracted because of 
violence or grave fear, caused by an external agent, 
unjustly, to free himself from which one is com- 
pelled to choose marriage.” (Parenthetically we 
may remark that the Church has always been 
vigorously opposed to the selling of girls in mar- 
riage for money, titles or anything else.) 

10. Whether or not Miss Vanderbilt was forced 
into a marriage with the Duke of Marlborough is a 
matter of fact to be settled by competent and 
trustworthy evidence. It is needless to say that 
anyone who knows the thorough methods of the 
Church in obtaining full evidence, in weighing it 
accurately, and in deciding justly according to it, 
can be quite certain that the Church is right in 
her final pronouncement. 


11. Any Catholic Bishop has the right to 
pass upon the evidence for annullment of any mar- 
riage presented to his matrimonial court. In every 
diocese there is appointed a priest, known as the 
Defender of the Marriage Bond, whose office it is 
to contravene any evidence submitted to prove a 
marriage null and void. In case the Bishop’s 
court finds for the nullification of the marriage, 
this Defender of the Bond has the right to appeal 
to a higher court, known as the Sacred Tribunal of 
the Rota. Such an appeal was made in the Marl- 
borough Case from the Diocese of Southwark to the 
Rota. 


12. The Church is not out hunting for mar- 
riage cases to settle, any more than our Supreme 
Court is hunting for cases to be brought before it. 
But the Church will pass on the validity or in- 
validity of any marriage when the parties concerned 
ask for her decision. ; 

13. The silly outcry of Bishop Manning against 
what he calls the interference of “a foreign 
ecclesiastical court” dissolving a marriage that took 
place in America is sheer bunk. Who ever heard 
of any outcry from our American courts against 
the Paris divorces which are so popular with some 
of Bishop Manning’s Episcopalians? 

14. When the Catholic Church upheld the vali- 
dity of the marriage of Elizabeth Patterson, an 
Epicopalian of Baltimore, to the King of West- 
phalia, practically all America said how fine it was 


that the Roman Church should stand up for the 
womanhood, the wifehood, the motherhood of an 
American Protestant woman against the brother of 
Napoleon Bonaparte. But the Church is not 
concerned with being regarded as fine; she is 
mighty much concerned about being just and right! 


The Catholic Church has consistently main- 
tained the unity, the indissolubility, the sanctity 
of the marriage bond. In her individual decisions 
and general legislation on marriage she has been 
open and fearless. She was not afraid resolutely 
to oppose the lust of Henry VIII and Napoleon 
Bonaparte in deciding their marriage cases against 
them. And we can be absolutely certain that she 
will take no notice of the vapid and inane criti- 
cism of the weather-vane Bishop Manning or the 
blatant Dr. John Haynes Holmes, not to mention 
Dr. Christian Reisner with whose profound ignor- 
ance we are personally acquainted. 


Leaving It to Nature 


HE MOST common argument urged for Birth 

Control is based on the fear of over-popula- 
tion. Those who favor the restriction of population, 
regardiess of the method, place no reliance upon 
nature or the God of nature in the adjustment of 
supply and demand. Concerning the human race 
and especially if we assume its age as reckoned by 
the evolutionists, this old earth would not now 
afford even standing room, did not the laws of 
mortality counteract the steady increase from nor- 
mal fertility. How fertility is counteracted among 
irrational creatures, among whom life is scattered 
with a lavish hand, was set forth by a writer in 
Pearson’s: 


If everything born even in a single hour were allowed 
to multiply unchecked by death, there would soon be 
no‘room on earth for man. 

Let us take the rotifer, one of the smallest of created 
things—so tiny that it can scarcely be seen by the 
naked eye. If all the progeny of a single rotifer were 
allowed to multiply unchecked for a year only, its 
descendants would represent a solid sphere of closely 
packed animalculae millions of times larger than our 
earth. 

Again, take the green fly, the pest of the rose grower. 
In a day one green fly can produce twenty-five others; 
the next day its family would number six hundred and 
twenty-five; on the third day, fifteen thousand six 
hundred and twenty-five, and so on, until at the end of 
two weeks the last generation alone would have grown 
to thousands of quadrillions (a number expressed in 
twenty figures), and would outweight the entire popu- 
lation of the earth to-day. If plants were permitted to 
multiply on similar lines, the earth would soon be a 
dense tangle of growth. 
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Gloria in &xcelsis 
“Che Birth and Boyhood of the Lord Christ 


HERE was in_ the 

days of Herod, the 

king of Judea, a certain priest named 

Zachary, of the course of Abia; and his 
wife was of the daughters of Aaron, and her name 
was Elizabeth. And they were both just before 
God, walking in all the commandments and justi- 
fications of the Lord without blame. And they had 
no son, for that Elizabeth was barren, and they 
were both well advanced in years. 

And it came to pass when he executed the priestly 
function in the order of his course before God, 
according to the custom of the priestly office, it 
was his lot to offer incense, going into the temple 
of the Lord. And all the multitude of the people 
was praying without, at the hour of incense. And 
there appeared to him an angel of the Lord, stand- 
ing at the right side of the altar of incense. And 
Zachary seeing him, was troubled and fear fell upon 
him. 

But the angel said to 
him: Fear not, Zachary, 
for thy prayer is heard; 
and thy wife Elizabeth 
shall bear thee a son, 
and thou shalt call his 
name: John: and thou 
shalt have joy and glad- 
ness and many shall 
rejoice in his nativity. 
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For he shall be great HLL 
‘ 


before the Lord: and 
shall drink no wine or 
strong drink, and he 
shall be filled with the 
Holy Ghost from his 
mother’s womb. And 
he shall convert many 
of the children of Israel 
to the Lord their God. 
And he shall go before 
him in the spirit and 
power of Elias, that he 
may turn the hearts of 
the fathers unto the 
children, and the in- 
credulous to the wis- 
dom of the just, to pre- 
pare unto the Lord a 
perfect people. 


FROM THE GOSPEL NARRATIVE 


THE BIRTH OF OUR LORD AND SAVIOR 
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And Zachary said to the 
angel: Whereby shall I 
know this? for I am an old man, and my wife 
is advanced in years. And the angel answering, 
said to him: I am Gabriel who stand before God; 
and am sent to speak to thee, and to bring thee 
these good tidings. And behold thou shalt be 
dumb, and shalt not be able to speak until the day 
wherein these things shall come to pass, because 
thou hast not believed my words, which shall be 
fulfilled in their time. 

And the people were waiting for Zachary; and 
they wondered that he waited ‘so long in the 
temple. And when he came out he could not 
speak to them, and they understood that he had 
seen a vision in the temple. And he made signs 
to them, and remained dumb. And it came to 
pass after the days of his office were accomplished, 
he departed to his own house. And after those 
days, Elizabeth his wife 
conceived; and hid her- 
self for five months, say- 
ing; Thus hath the Lord 
dealt with me in the 
days wherein He hath 
regard to take away my 
reproach among men. 


ND IN the sixth 

month, the angel 
Gabriel was sent from 
God into a city of 
Galilee, called Nazareth, 
to a virgin espoused to 
a man whose name was 
Joseph, of the house of 
David; and the virgin’s 
name was Mary. And 
the angel being come in, 
said unto her: Hail, full 
of grace, the Lord is 
with thee: Blessed art 
thou amongst women. 
Who having heard, was 
troubled at his saying, 
and thought with her- 
self what manner of 
salutation this might be. 
And the angel said to 
her: Fear not, Mary, for 
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THE ANNUNCIATION TO THE VIRGIN MARY 


thou hast found grace with God. Behold thou shalt 
conceive in thy womb, and shalt bring forth a Son; 
and thou shalt call His name Jesus. And He shall 
be great, and shall be called the Son of the most 
High; and the Lord God shall give unto Him the 
throne of David His father; and He shall reign 
in the house of Jacob forever. And of His kingdom 
there shall be no end. 


ND MARY said to the angel: How shall this be 
done, for I know not man? And the angel 
answering, said to her: The Holy Ghost shall come 
upon thee, and the power of the most High shall 
over-shadow thee. And therefore also the Holy which 
shall be born of thee shall be called the Son of God. 
And behold thy cousin Elizabeth, she also hath 
conceived a son in her old age; and this is the sixth 
month with her that is called barren: because no 
word shall be impossible with God. And Mary 
said: Behold the handmaid of the Lord; be it done 
to me according to thy word. And the angel de- 
parted from her. 
And Mary rising up in those days, went into the 
hill country with haste into a city of Juda. And 
she entered into the house of Zachary, to salute 


Elizabeth. And it came to pass, that when Eliza- 
beth heard the salutation of Mary, the infant leaped 
in her womb. And Elizabeth was filled with the 
Holy Ghost: and she cried out with a loud voice, 
and said: Blessed art thou amongst women, and 
blessed is the fruit of thy womb. And whence is 
this to me that the mother of my Lord shall come 
to me? For behold as soon as the voice of thy 
salutation sounded in my ears, the infant in my 
womb leaped for joy. And blessed are thou be- 
cause thou hast believed, because those things shall 
be accomplished that were spoken to thee by the 
Lord. And Mary said: My soul doth magnify the 
Lord; and my spirit hath rejoiced in God my 
Savior. Because He hath regarded the humility 
of His handmaid; for behold from henceforth all 
generations shall call me blessed. Because He that 
is mighty hath done great things to me; and holy 
is His name. And His mercy is from generation 
unto generations, to them that fear Him. He hath 
showed might in His arm; He hath scattered the 
proud in the conceit of their heart. He hath put 
down the mighty from their seat, and hath exalted 
the humble. He hath filled the hungry with good 
things; and the rich He hath sent away empty. 
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He hath received Israel His servant, being mindful 
of His mercy: as He spoke to our fathers, to 
Abraham and his seed forever. 

And Mary abode with her about three months; 
and she returned to her own house. Now Eliza- 
beth’s full time of being delivered was come, and 
she brought forth a son. And her neighbors and 
kinsfolk heard that the Lord had showed His great 
mercy towards her, and they congratulated with 
her. And it came to pass that on the eighth day 
they came to circumcise the child, and they called 
him by his father’s name Zachary. And his mother 
answering said: Not so; but he shall be called John. 
And they said there is none of thy kindred that is 
called by this name. And they made signs to his 
father how he would have him called. And demand- 
ing a writing table, he wrote, saying: John is his 
name. And they all wondered. And immediately 
his mouth was opened, and his tongue loosed, and 
he spoke, blessing God 


ND IT came to pass that in those days there 
went forth a decree from Caesar Augustus, that 
the whole world should be enrolled. This enrollment 
was first made by Cyrinus, the governor of Syria. 
And Joseph also went up from Galilee, out of the 


THE ADORATION OF THE MAGI 


a 


THE HOLY FAMILY RETURNS FROM EGYPT 


city of Nazareth into Judea, to the city of David, 
which is called Bethlehem: because he was of the 
house and family of David, to be enrolled with 
Mary his espoused wife who was with child. And 
it came to pass that when they were there her days 
were accomplished that she should be delivered. 
And she brought forth her first-born Son, and 
wrapped Him up in swaddling clothes and laid Him 
in a manger; because there was no room for them 
in the inn. 

And there were in the same country shepherds 
watching, and keeping the night-watches over their 
flock. And behold an angel of the Lord stood by 
them, and the brightness of God shone round them, 
and they feared with a great fear. And the angel 
said to them: Fear not; for behold, I bring you 
good tidings of great joy, that shall be to all the 
people; for, this day is born to you a Savior, Who 
is Christ the Lord, in the city of David. And this 
shall be a sign unto you: You shall find the Infant 
wrapped in swaddling clothes, and laid in a manger. 
And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude 
of the heavenly army, praising God, and saying: 
Glory to God in the highest; and on earth peace to 
men of good will. 
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And it came to pass after the angels departed 
from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to 
another: Let us go over to Bethlehem, and let us 
see this word that is come to pass, which the Lord 
hath showed to us. And they came with haste; 
and they found Mary and Joseph, and the Infant 
lying in the manger. And seeing, they understood 
of the word that had been spoken to them concern- 
ing this Child. And all that heard, wondéred; and 
at those things which were told them by the shep- 
herds. But Mary kept 
all these words, pon- 
deiing them in her 
heart. And after eight 
dayswere accomplished, 
that the Child should be 
circumcised, His name 
was called Jesus, which 
was called by the angel, 
before He was conceived 
in the womb.... 


And behold there was 
a man in Jerusalem 
named Simeon, and this 
was just and devout, 
waiting for the conso- 
lation of Israel: and the 
Holy Ghost was in him. 
And he had received an 
answer from the Holy 
Ghost, that he should 
not see death, before he 
had seen the Christ of 
the Lord. And he came 
by the Spirit into the 
temple. And when His 
parents brought in the 
Child Jesus, to do for 
Him according to the 
custom of the law, he 
also took Him into his 
arms, and blessed God, 
and said: Now Thou dost dismiss Thy servany, 
O Lord, according to Thy word, in peace; because 
my eyes have seen Thy Salvation....And Simeon 
blessed them, and said to Mary, His Mother: 
Behold this Child is set for the fall, and resurrec- 
tion of many in Israel, and for a sign which shall be 
contradicted: and thy own soula sword shall pierce, 
that out of many hearts thoughts shall be re- 
vealed. ...—(St. Luxe: 1/5-64 & 2/1-35.) 

In the days of King Herod, behold, there came 
wise men from the East to Jerusalem, saying: 
Where is He that is born King of the Jews? For 
we have seen His star in the East and are come 
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to adore Him. And King Herod hearing this, was 
troubled, and all Jerusalem with him. And assem- 
bling together all the chief priests and the scribes 
of the people, he inquired of them where Christ 
should be born. But they said to him: In Bethle- 
hem of Juda. For so it is written by the prophet: 
And thou Bethlehem the land of Juda art not the 
least among the princes of Juda: for out of thee 
shall come forth the Captain that shall rule my 
people Israel. 


HEN Herod private- 

ly calling the wise 
men diligently learned of 
them the time of the 
star which appeared to 
them; and _— sending 
them into Bethlehem 
said: Go and diligently 
inquire about the Child, 
and when you have 
found Him, bring me 
word again, that I also 
may come and adore 
Him. Who having heard 
the king, went their 
way; and behold the star 
they had seen in the 
East, went before them, 
until it came and stood 
over where the Child 
was. And seeing the 
star they rejoiced with 
exceeding great joy. 
And entering into the 
house, they found the 
Child with Mary His 
mother, and falling 
down they adored Him: 
and opening their trea- 
sures, they offered Him 
gifts; gold, frankincense 
and myrrh. 

And having received an answer in sleep that they 
should not return to Herod, they went back another 
way into their own country. And after they were 
departed, behold the angel of the Lord appeared in 
sleep to Joseph; saying: Arise, and the Child and 
His mother, and fly into Egypt; and be there until I 
shall tell thee. For it will come to pass that Herod 
will seek the Child, to destroy Him. Who arose, 
and took the Child and His mother by night, and 
retired into Egypt; and he was there until the 
death of Herod: that it might be fulfilled which 
the Lord spoke by the prophet, saying: Out of 
Egypt have I called My Son. 
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Then Herod perceiving that he was deluded by 
the wise men, was exceeding angry; and sending 
killed all the men-children that were in Bethlehem, 
and in all the borders thereof, from two years old 
and under, according to the time which he had 
diligently inquired of the wise men....But when 
Herod was dead, behold an angel of the Lord 
appeared in sleep to Joseph in Egypt, saying: 
Arise, and take the Child and His mother, and 
come into the land of Israel....And coming he 
dwelt in a city called 
Nazareth, that it might 
be fulfilled which was 
said by the prophets: 

That He shall be called 
a Nazarene. (St. Mat- fi 
THEW: 2/1-23.) 

And the Child grew 
and waxed strong, full 
of wisdom; and _ the 
grace of God was in 





Him. And His parents [Fe 

went every year to x 

Jerusalem, at the “GE ‘ 
solemn day of the [#. 

pasch. And when He i 

was twelve years old, j > 
they going up to Jeru- i ms 


salem, according to the F i 
custom of the feast, y) } ¥ 
and having fulfilled the - 

days, when they return- NE Egy’ 
ed, the Child Jesus re- 
mained in Jerusalem; 
and His parents knew it 
not. And thinking that 
He was in the company, 
they came a  day’s 
journey, and _ sought 
Him among their kins- 
folk and acquaintance. 
And not finding Him, 
they returned into Jerusalem, seeking Him. 


And it came to pass that after three days they 
found Him in the temple, sitting in the midst of the 
doctors, hearing them and asking them questions. 
And all that heard Him were astonished at His 
wisdom and His. answers. And seeing Him, they 
wondered. And His mother said to Him: Son, 
why hast thou done so to us? behold Thy father 
and I have sought Thee, sorrowing. And He said 
to them: How is it that you sought Me? did 
you not know that I must be about My Father’s 
business? 


And they understood not the word that He spoke 
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unto them. And He went down with them, and 
came to Nazareth, and was subject to them. And 
His mother kept all these words in her heart. And 
Jesus advanced in wisdom and age, and grace with 
God and men. (Sr. Luke: 2/40-52.) 
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N THE beginning was the Word, and the Word 

was with God, and the Word was God. The 
same was in the beginning with God. All things 
were made by Him: 
and without Him was 
made nothing that was 
made. In Him was life, 
and the life was the 
light of men. The light 
shineth in darkness, 
and the darkness did 
not comprehend it. 
There was a man sent 
from God, whose name 





was John. This man 
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3 came for a witness, to 
give testimony of the 
x light, thatall men might 
believe through him. 
He was not the light 
but was to give testi- 
mony to the light. That 
was the true light that 
y t enlighteneth every man 
that cometh into this 
world. He was in the 
woild, and the world 
was made by Him, and 
the world knew Him 
not. He came unto His 
own and His own re- 
ceived Him not. But as 
many as received Him, 
He gave them the power 
to be made the sons of 
God, to them that believe in His name. 
Who are born, not of blood, nor of the will 
of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God. 
And the Word was made flesh and dwelt amongst 
us, (and we saw His glory, the glory as it were of 
the only Begotten of the Father) full of grace and 
truth. (St. JoHNn: 1/1-14.) 


“Go Him Be Honor and Praise and 
Glory Forever and Sver. cAmen. 


Gategorica: 


EDITED BY 


THE BIBLE AND “SUCCESS” 


How often do you read your Bible? Have you 
preconceived notions that it does not compare with 
even classical reading matter for interest and in- 
spiration? Edward W. Bok, writing in Scribner’s, 
would convince you otherwise: 


I wish thousands would put aside their preconceived 
notions of the Bible, take a copy and read the twenty- 
eight short chapters of Saint Matthew just as they 
would read a new book, and feel the ringing note of 
individual faith and the works wrought by faith as 
told in that small compass. We turn to books of 
modern success as to reservoirs of hope. But the 
greatest book of success ever written, or that ever 
will be written, is contained in those chapters of Saint 
Matthew. 


A CONGO MISSIONARY 


The American Magazine is hardly the place to 
find a tribute to a Catholic Missionary; but, we 
do find it there in an article on Unsung Heroes 
personally known to E. Alexander Powell. 


Far from being meek and submissive, as he has been 
painted, the average missionary, as I have found him, 
is a hard-as-nails, tough as raw-hide, two-fisted he-man. 

An outstanding example of this type of missionary 
is the Rev. Father Brandsma, Father Superior of the 
Mission of the Priests of Mill Hill, at Basankusu, on 
the upper Congo. A year or so ago I travelled with 
him for upward of a thousand miles along that mighty 
river. Though well advanced in age, and just complet- 
ing fourteen years of uninterrupted service in the 
deadliest portion of the sleeping-sickness country, he 
was as hard and fit as a college athlete. Incidentally 
he played bridge like a member of the Portland Club 
and was one of the most fascinating raconteurs to 
whom I have ever listened. And, because he possessed 
the courage of a lion, he was regarded by the cannibal 
population of a region as large as many a European 
kingdom with awe and admiration. 

One of his exploits had occurred some months be- 
fore I met him. While the steamer on which he was 
traveling was tied up at a wood post, a violent quarrel 
suddenly broke out between rival bands of natives, 
each eager to obtain the job of putting aboard the fuel. 
The blacks were in a murderous mood, and in an 
instant there developed a situation fraught with peril 
for the white passengers. When the Swedish skipper 
sought to quell the disturbance, the natives promptly 
dropped their own differences and turned their attention 
to the steamer with its load of Europeans. They were 
cannibals, the nearest garrison was a long day’s journey 
distant, and it looked for a time as though the tragedv 
of the “Ville de Bruges,” whose entire crew had been 
massacred in the same vicinity some years before, 
would be enacted over again. It was not the brawny 
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captain who saved the situation, or the hard-boiled 
traders, or the Belgian officers with their rows of medal 
ribbons. It was my friend the missionary. Heedless 
of the threatening knives and the rain of spears, he 
sprang ashore, fought his way into the midst of that 
seething savage throng, caught the two ringleaders by 
the throat, and smashed their heads together as though 
they were cocoanuts, dropped another in his tracks with 
a right-hander to the jaw, picked a fourth up bodil; 
and hurled him into the stream. Before the fury of 
his onslaught the blacks had halted in indecision; now, 
beneath the stinging lash of his reproaches, delivered 
in the vernacular, they suddenly retreated; then, over- 
come by panic, turned and ran. Arranging his dis- 
ordered garments, Father Brandsma returned to his 
interrupted game of bridge. 


“What was the last bid?’ he asked calmly, as though 
he had been called out to answer the telephone. “Oh, 
yes, I remember now. Someone made it four of clubs 
and I doubled him.” 


HINTS ON PROMOTICHN 


Eliminating the humerous climax, the ambitious 
employee may profitably peruse the reasons given 
by Life why a certain individual was not promoted: 


He watched the clock. 

He was always grumbling. 

He was never at the office on time. 

He asked too many questions. 

His stock excuse was “‘it isn’t necessary.” 

He wasn’t ready for the next step. 

He did not put his heart in his work. 

He learned nothing from his blunders. 

He chose his friends among his inferiors. 

He ruined his ability by half doing things. 

He never acted on his own judgment. 

He did not think it worth while to learn how. 

He did not learn that the best part of his salary was 
not in his pay envelope. 

He didn’t have to. 

He was president of the company. 


CREDITORS AND THE CREDITOR 


Suppose the Lord did push us? Suppose also we 
do pay a trifle of what we owe Him? We can lessen 
our debt somewhat by contributing to the Chinese 
missions. From The Outlook: 


During a fund-raising campaign in the African Bap- 
tist Church two colored sisters called on old Uncle 
Berry. an aged Negro who lived on the outskirts of 
the village. and explained the purpose of their visit 
and asked him if he would give something towards the 
cause. 
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“Lawsy, sisters, I sho would like to help you-all 
along,” he said, “but I just ain’t got it. Why, I has the 
hardest time to keep paying a little something on what 
I owe already around here.” 

“But,” said one of the collectors, “you owe the Lord 
something too.” 

“Yes, that’s right, sister,” said the old man; “but He 
ain’t pushing me like my other creditors is.” 


SELF CATECHISM FOR PARENTS 


Parents may ponder with profit the following 
editorial clipped from the New York Sun: 


“Being a proper parent is the most important job 
any of us has,” says Dr. Lawson G. Lowrey, director 
of Child Guidance Clinic 2 of the National Committee 
for Mental Hygiene, and in the committee’s bulletin 
for October he poses some sets of questions for parents 
to put to themselves to disclose for their own infor- 
mation at least a part of their responsibility for habits, 
mannerisms and characteristics they regret or repre- 
hend in their youngsters. Thus, with regard to fear, 
the parent is to examine himself or herself in this way: 

“Do I frighten my child so he becomes timid and 
fearful? 

“By: 

“Threats of the ‘bogey-man’? 

“Threats of leaving him?” 

“Threats of horrible punishments?” 

“Telling him frightening stories?” 

“Inflicting my fears and terrors on him? 

“Constant worry over his minor accidents, ailments, 
and habits?” 

“Disobedience is usually the parent’s fault,” writes 
Dr. Lowrey, and the parent should answer these in- 
terrogatories : 

“Do I cause my child to disobey?” 

“By: 

“Uttering useless or unreasonable commands?” 

. “Contradicting my own commands?” 

“Threatening him (and never carrying out the 
threat) ?” 

“Stopping everything he starts to do?” 

“Refusing his requests, even though they are reason- 
able?” 

“Paying no attention to what he does until it inter- 
feres with my comfort?” 

“Promising and failing to keep my promise?” 

“Making him want to disobey for the sake of the 
excitement it creates?” 

“Evading my own duties and responsibilities?” 

“Constantly expecting disobedience?” 

“Quarreling with him over trivial matters?” 

“Failing to make him understand?” 

An analogous set of questions is designed to reveal 
whether nervousness in a child is induced by father or 
mother. The master inquiry is: “Do I cause my child 
to be nervous?” The specific questions are: “By being 
nervous myself? By telling him about it so I may have 
his sympathy? By constantly reminding him how 
nervous he is? By telling other people in his presence 
how nervous and queer and odd he is? By worrying 
over his health and habits? By worrying him with 


mv worries over him? By coddling him physically and 
By denying him independence of thought 


mentally? 
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and action? 


By expecting too much from him and 
driving him all the time?” 
Dishonesty in children is a frequent cause of alarm 


and pain in parents. That it is “remarkably easy to 
be dishonest with one’s self” is the conclusion Dr. 
Lawrey reaches. He would have all fathers and 
mothers troubled on this score examine themselves in 
this fashion: 

“Do I cause my child to be dishonest? 

“By: 

“Lying to him?” 

“Lying to others in his presence?” 

“Overstimulating his imagination?” 

“Evading his questions?” 

“Telling him anything to get him to do what I want 
him to do?” 

“Boasting before him of some dishonest practice by 
which I gained an advantage?” 

“Refusing him most of the things he wants? 

“Dealing out harsh treatment for minor offenses?” 

“Repressing all natural outlets for activity?” 

“Shielding him from all consequences of his dishon- 
esty?” 

“Stealing, or actions which he interprets as steal- 
ing?” 

“Making a hero of some one noted for dishonesty?” 

The simplicity of these questions adapts them to use 
by any literate person, and while hairsplitting is pos- 
sible in the answers to some of them, on the whole 
they call for replies that will pretty accurately reveal 
the attitude of parent toward child. In many cases 
fathers and mothers thoughtlessly or unconsciously en- 
courage in their offspring the bad habits they deplore 
and for which they inflict punishment. A directed 
course of self-scrutiny in the manner outlined by Dr. 
Lowrey would enlighten them and might save their 
children from undeserved reproach and unnecessary 
exposure to influences not the less evil because in- 
nocent of deliberate malign intent. 


TWO OF A KIND 


To those of our readers who wish enlighten- 
ment concerning the animus of H. G. Wells 
and his side-car partner Dean Inge, against the 
Catholic Church we submit the following paragraph 
from a book review by Theodore Maynard in The 
Commonweal: 


In The World of William Clissold, Mr. H. G. Wells 
makes a stricking comparison between himself and 
Dean Inge. He says (I quote with substantial, not 
verbal, accuracy) that if some super-human chemist 
could reduce his body and the Dean’s to powder and 
examine their constituent molecules, he would find 
them to be very similar. For each would contain 
slight vestiges of belief in a living personal God and 
would be rather weak on the Virgin Birth and very 
strong on birth control. It is an illuminating passage. 
It helps to explain the bitter, though probably uncon- 
scious, prejudice the two men share against the Catho- 
lic Church. 
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FIGURE IT OUT 


The following poem is surely in a strange place 
between the covers of the American Mercury. We 
thought that the so-called intelligentsia wouldspurn 
anything so simple and so fine. 


ANTS 


How far can ants see, I wonder? 
How much do they know 

Of trees that grow 

A million times their size above them? 
It might be entertaining to hear 
Their opinion of a sunrise; 

How a horse may appear 

To their infinitesimal eyes 

When he plants a hoof 

On the laboriously built roof 

Of their house; what they think 
When crawling on the brink 

Of a chasm; what they make 

Of a river or a lake, 

A thunder clap 

Or a mountain’s snowcap. 


Maybe ants can write 
Poems and recite, 
Preach and play politics. 
They may have panics, 
Parliaments, 
High rents, 
Bootleggers—and play golf. 
Had we an ear to hear 
A rose leaf strike the ground 
We might hear the sound 
Of ant talk. Were we wise 
As ants, in proportion to our size, 
We might figure out 
What ants are about. 
By CHartes OLur OLSEN. 


FASHIONABLE RELIGION 


Under the title, “Frauds of Smart Society,” Mrs. 
Philip Lydig writing in The Red Book gives some 
personal observations on Fashionable Religion as 
found and practiced in New York: 


An ambitious, self-made and flamboyant millionaire 
from the West wished to join the congregation of one 
of the most fashionable churches on Fifth Avenue, 
obviously for social reasons. He and his wife were 
welcomed sweetly by the rector. They professed and 
were confirmed and entered into the communion of the 
sacraments and rented a conspicuous pew and gave 
liberally to the support of the work of the diocese out 
of a fortune that is notably large even for Manhattan. 
After they had been attending services and contribut- 
ing piously for several months, the wife went to the 
rector to tell him how she and her husband had en- 
joyed his sermons and been uplifted by their faith. 
“But,” she complained, “although we’ve been members 
of your congregation since last autumn, we haven’t yet 
met any of your other parishioners.” 

The pastor was most apologetic. 
speak of it before?” he said. “What an oversight! 
I’m entirely to blame. Forgive me, dear lady. Will 
you come to tea in the rectory next—say, Thursday 


“Why didn’t you 


afternoon? And I'll invite them all to meet you.” 

She accepted with pleasure. The invitations were 
sent out. She and her husband drove to the rectory on 
the appointed afternoon, saw the line of motors parked 
along the curb, entered smilingly and were introduced 
with unction by the rector to a collection of social 
climbers who had evidently joined the church for the 
same reason as they. There was not among them a 
single person whom any of them wished to meet. 

Checkmate! The rector and his wife were hospi- 
tality incarnate. The tea went off suavely. Nobody 
made a wry face over the cup, and the most fashionable 
congregation on Fifth Avenue preserved its social 
exclusiveness unimpaired. 

The point is that such a church is a fashionable club 
and very little else. The congregation does not prim- 
arily go there to pray; the religion is of secondary 
importance. The pew is merely a seat of envy in 
which the fashionable rich may feel complacent and 
superior. ... 

In such an atmosphere, of course, the most devout 
young clergyman soon becomes worldly-wise. He 
learns to make his sermons inoffensive. He preaches 
a Christianity that says aslittle as possible about humil- 
ity and poverty and the other Christian qualities that 
are not fashionable. He condemns only the sins of 
the criminals and the lower classes. He thunders 
against heresies and unorthodoxies none of his parish- 
ioners are guilty of. 


A FUNNY LITTLE CREATURE 


Even the good and lovable St. Francis of Assisi 
has his critics. Bishop Barnes of Birmingham, 
England, had the bad taste to say on the anniver- 
sary of the Saint’s death: 

“As an ascetic duty he (St. Francis) wore no 
linen, but rough woollen garments seldom washed. 
His attitude towards body vermin was not ours; 
we are told that he sometimes begged his friends 
to scratch him etc, etc. * 

But poor St. Francis has an able defender in 
the learned Mr. Chesterton. This is the way he 
answers the carping Bishop in G. K.’s Weekly: 

If Brother Francis pardoned Brother Flea, 

There still seems need of such strange charity. 


Seeing he is, for all his gay good will, 
Bitten by funny little creatures still. 


METHODS DO VARY 


We reprint the following, translated from a 
German newspaper account: 


Yesterday, just outside of Munich, a despondent 
citizen decided to end his woes by ending his existence. 
He had declared himself disgusted with everybody and 
everything, from the Government to the weather. As 
a final, grand jollification, he managed, within a few 
hours, to consume eight quarts of beer; then, seating 
himself on a keg of gunpowder, he touched off the 
fuse. An extended search by relatives for many mis- 
sing parts of the deceased body has delayed the 
funeral. 
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A WIDESPREAD CALUMNY 


(1) The Catholic Church has had control of the 
education of the Mexicans for about three hundred 
years, yet eighty-five percent of the people are illiterate 
today. Now the government wants to improve this 
situation by taking over the education of its own peo- 
ple. Don’t you think it should be given a chance? (2) 
It seems to me that Catholic countries like Spain and 
Italy progress rather slowly. I believe the illiteracy 
of the two countries is fifty or sixty percent. In 
Sweden, where Protestantism reigns, the illiteracy is 
less than one percent. I cannot account for this and 
would like some Catholic authority to explain it —B. R. 
Cuicaco, ILL. 


(1) This question indicates an all too common im- 
pression concerning the Catholic Church and her in- 
fluence on education in Mexico. This impression is 
the result of a campaign of slander directed by Protest- 
ant propagandists with the very un-Christian intention 
of villifying the Catholic Church in that unfortunate 
land. If mud is thrown hard enough and long enough 
some of it will stick. But it is mud for all that. Such 
in brief is the reason for the erroneous impression 
abroad today. Unfortunately, even Catholics have been 
deceived. 

If one reads authentic histories of Mexico written by 


_ unbiased individuals he will find that the Catholic 


Church did everything humanly possible to educate the 
Indians, 85% of whom form the bulk of the Mexican 
people. The overwhelming number of natives Indians 
whom the Church had to deal with must not be for- 
gotten. . 

What do we find recorded in history? The Francis- 
can Friars, those same apostles who evangelized Cali- 
fornia, and who left a trail of accomplishment that is 
a blaze of glory, were the very same who labored to- 
gether with the Dominicans, in Mexico for the eman- 
cipation of the peon from the darkness of ignorance 
ind idolatry. 

The first university in the New World was opened 
in Mexico City in 1553. This same university began 
to teach medicine 250 years before it was taught at 
Harvard. 

Everywhere the Padre labored he opened a church 
and a school. So great was his success that a Spaniard 
named Lopez became alarmed, and wrote to the Span- 
ish king that large numbers of the natives were able 
to read and write. The natives “spoke Latin like 
Cicero and every day the number grows.” 

This policy continued until the State, fearing the 
power wielded by the Padres over the Indians, entered 
a campaign of oppression and tyranny which resulted 
in a suspension of the Church’s beneficent program, so 
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that today about 80% of the native Mexicans are 
illiterate. 

Laying the blame of Mexico’s iliteracy at the door 
of the Church is a downright slander. As well blame 
a father who has been unjustly condemned and rushed 
off to jail, there to languish for the rest of his life, for 
neglecting to support his wife and children. 

It might be easier to understand the great odds which 
the Catholic Church has fought against in Mexico by 
comparing the literacy of the American Indian, after 
nearly 100 years of effort to educate them at the hands 
of a Government at least friendly to their interests. 
With every modern equipment, unhampered by any 
outside power, our Government has succeeded in edu- 
cation only about 45% of the redmen. Moreover, right 
here in our own southern States, among native born 
whites, there is a percentage of illiteracy which is 
appalling. Verily, our Baptist and Methodist brethren 
should not throw stones at the Catholic Church in 
Mexico. 

A writer well versed in Mexican affairs says in the 
Oklahoma News, August 6, 1926: “To the successful 
efforts of the militant group may be charged the pres- 
ent illiteracy of the Mexican people. This is not dif- 
ficult to understand after seeing the numerous build- 
ings that once were colleges, now being used as frowsy 
tenements or lousy barracks, and all crumbling into 
ruin. [All the talk you hear about thousands of schools 
opened in Mexico by the governments of Carranza, 
Obregon, or Calles is best described as ‘bunk’.| Where- 
ever you go you see ruin... the ruin of decay.” 

History gives the reason why the Government of 
Mexico is opposed to the Church. She was the source 
of whatever civilization the Indians possessed. She 
brought them under her refining influence. But the 
inordinate ambition of the politicians could not allow 
education to be given the masses, for if they were to 
use an intelligent ballot they would soon oust the 
politicians. Hence, a conflict was inevitable. Now, 
in all fairness, do you think it just and reasonable to 
hearken to the slander cast upon the Catholic Church 
in Mexico, when the real cause is the anti-clerical 
Governments which have been in power for so long a 
time? Don’t you think that the Mexican Government 
which has had its chance to educate the peon f..r about 
one hundred years, at least, has been tried ani found 
wanting? 

If you wish for confirmation of this answer you will 
find an excellent article, based principally upon the 
testimony of Protestant historians, (some of them 
anti-Catholic), in Current History for November, 1926. 
The Catholic Mind, October 22, 1926, also contains 
some interesting information on this matter. 

(2) Comparisons between Protestant and Catholic 
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countries is a large question. It involves many and 
diverse factors—geographical, historical, political, and 
religious. On account of the many causes which com- 
bine to produce results, especially in the natural sphere 
—as education, commerce, and wealth—it is not by 
any means certain that these same results in countries 
predominantly Protestant is to be attributed to the 
fact that the country follows the gospel of Luther 
rather than that of Jesus Christ. 

It is true that illiteracy in Sweden is much lower 
than in Spain and Italy. The figures for 1910 indicate 
that Sweden has but .02 illiterates; Spain 58.7; Italy 
37.0. But is well to remark that the figures for Sweden 
are based on military recruits, whereas those of Spain 
and Italy are based on the population of ten years and 
over. We may reasonably suppose that if Sweden’s 
test was made on the same basis as that of Spain and 
Italy her percentage of illiterates would be consider- 
ably larger. 

There are many features possessed by the Catholic 
countries of Spain and Italy which Sweden has not. 
It is the law of compensation working throughout the 
universe. What can Sweden produce to compare with 
the works of Italians and Spaniards in the fields of 
art, literature, and science? Even the Italian and 
Spanish peasants, illiterate though they may be, have 
a love for the beautiful and the noble which is far 
superior to that manifested by Swedes. Furthermore, 
the Catholic Church is thorqughly convinced that 
knowledge of the three R’s is not the supreme good 
of existence on earth; rather to “seek first the king- 
dom.of God and His justice.” She teaches that it is 
better to be good than smart. She does not discourage 
learning. Far from it. Her history written in the 
great Catholic universities spread throughout Europe 
before the evil blight of the so-called Reformation is 
proof of that. But her attitude is: if you cannot obtain 
both learning and good morals, choose morals to 
learning. 

In this respect Sweden’s record is not so good. Spain 
and Italy can justly boast of much less moral looseness 
than Sweden. “It is a singular and embarrassing fact,” 
writes Mr. Laing, a Scotch traveller of the last century, 
“that the Swedish nation....having a powerful and 
complete church establishment, undisturbed in its 
labors by sect or schism, is notwithstanding in a more 
demoralized state than any nation in Europe. This is 
a very curious fact in moral statistics.’ (A Tour in 
Sweden in 1838.) 


EQUIVOCAL STATEMENT 


The inclosed page from the Physical Culture Maga- 
zine has been called to my attention. Will you kindly 

vise me where the writer gets his authority for this 
statement: “if you denounce a plurality of wives, re- 
member you denounce Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and 
practically all the other patriarchs of old Israel, and, 
according to a well-authenticated history, even the 
Savior of mankind Himself.” I have always taken it 
for granted that Christ was never married.—S. R. K., 
New York City. 


The insertion of this letter is cheap advertising to 
increase the sale of the magazine. The readers are 
invited to send in their views on this delicate question, 
as to whether we ought to follow the monogamous ideal 
or not. Of course, there will be many anxious to find 


out how many agree with Almighty God and McFadden, 
and how many with the defender of polygamy. One 
would imagine that monogamy was on open question, 
like the referendum on Prohibition. 

The assertion quoted above it at best equivocal. It 
does not necessarily mean that Christ was married. It 
were blasphemy to imagine that He was. What can 
be gathered from the statement is that Christ favored 
polygamy, or a plurality of wives. In other words 
Christ agrees with Mr. Leroy A. Wilson, of Salt Lake 
City. This would follow from the piece of wisdom 
which preceeds the quotation given above: “all great 
thinkers of all ages who have touched on this matter 
have favored a plurality of wives, and the holy men of 
God have almost invariably been men with several 
wives.” He is careful not to mention a few thinkers 
by name, but he insidiously infers that Christ was one 
of them. That Jesus was a “great thinker” there can 
be no doubt. Moreover, He is not of one age, but of 
all ages the Wisdom of God. What are His thoughts 
regarding plurality of wives? The gospels are very 
explicit. He positively and emphatically denounces 
and forbids polygamy. The dispensation from the law 
of monogamous marriage allowed by God to the 
patriarchs was abrogated by Christ, Who restored mar- 
riage to its pristine dignity and raised it to the dignity 
of a sacrament. “They shall be two in one flesh.” 
“Whosoever shall put away his wife and marry another 
committeth adultery. And if the wife shall put away 
her husband and be married to another, she committeth 
adultery.” (Read St. Mark 10/2, 12; Luke 16/18; 
Matt. 19/3,9.) This does not sound like language 
favoring polygamy—to call a man with more than one 
wife an adulterer, and a woman with more than one 
husband an adultress. 

If there exists any “well authenticated history” that 
the Savior favored polygamy it is an authentic lie. The 
writer probably. belongs to the Mormon sect, which in 
this matter is just two thousand years behind the times. 


VALIDITY OF MARRIAGE 


A Catholic young lady and a Protestant gentleman, 
both baptized in their respective faiths, were married 
by a justice of the peace some ten years ago. They 
were subsequently divorced. Can this Catholic party 
remarry in the Catholic Church, inasmuch as she was 
never married by a priest?—R. N., Boston, Mass. 


This question was answered in the November issue 
of the Sicn, page 212. Let the Catholic party consult 
her pastor or confessor. 


WHO WAS THE WOMAN 


A Protestant says that he studied his Bible thorough- 
ly and yet cannot find an answer to this question: 
Adam and Eve were the first people in the world. 
they had two sons, Cain and Abel. Cain slew Abel, 
and then married. Whom did he marry? Who in the 
world was there for him to marry?—B. J. F., UNION 
City, N. J. 


Why, his own sister. Who else was there for him 
to marry, if there were no other persons in the world 
save Adam and Eve and their children? Women were 
not mentioned by name, as a rule, in scriptural gene- 
ologies. But we know that Adam’s sons had sisters, 
because Gen. 5/4 explicitly says that “he (Adam) 
begot sons and daughters.” 
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OUR LADY’S TITLES 


Why is the Virgin Mary called “The Lady of 
Loretto” and also “The Lady of Mount Carmel?”— 
H. B. G., Cutcaco, Itt. 


Just as the Mother of God is called “Our Lady of 
Lourdes” and “Our Lady of La Salette” because of 
her association with both these places, so is she given 
the titles in question because of her connection with 
the Holy House of Loretto in Italy and with Mount 
Carmel in Palestine. 

The Holy House of Loretto is the most famous of 
Italian shrines and the most sacred of our heavenly 
Queen’s. It is the very place in which Mary lived at 
Nazareth with Joseph and her Divine Son. Tradition 
tells us that it was carried to Loretto by the hands 
of angels. 

Lingering about the mountain ridge in Palestine are 
beautiful traditions regarding the Blessed Virgin. It 
was on Mount Carmel that the Prophet Elias besought 
God to deliver Israel from the scourge of a parching 
drought that had lasted three years. While he prayed 
a servant came to tell him that in the west a cloud no 
larger than a man’s foot was rising out of the sea. 
In this cloud, the traditions of the Order of Carmel 
tells us, Elias saw prefigured the Virgin who was to 
bring forth the divine dew—the Messiah. Then there 
is an ancient and pious belief that the Blessed Virgin 
in company with St. Joseph and the child Jesus actually 
visited Mount Carmel. We have, too, the story of 
the erection in the year 83 A. D., of a chapel on Mount 
Carmel dedicated to the Mother of God,—the first in 
Christendom. In the History of the Carmelites there 
is a notice which states that “from the days of Elias and 
the holy fathers of the Old and New Dispensations 
dwelt on Mount Carmel, and their successors after the 
Incarnation built there a chapel in honor of Our Lady 
for which reason they were called in papal bulls “Friars 
of Blessed Mary of Mount Carmel.” The feast of Our 
Lady of Mount Carmel was instituted by the Carmelites 
to celebrate the victory of their Order over its enemies 
in obtaining the approbation of its name and constitu- 
tions from Pope Honorius III. 


PATRONESS OF AVIATORS 


Who is the Patroness of Aviators?—L. B., BAttt- 
MORE, Mp. 


Our Lady of Loretto has been named by Pope Pius 
XI Patroness of Aviators. 


CHRISTMAS CRIB AND SANTA CLAUS 


Please explain the origin of the Christmas Crib and 
Santa Claus —F. B. M., St. Louis, Mo. 


Christian piety would not permit so sacred a thing 
is the crib, or manger, where Mary laid her Divine 
Babe to remain unvenerated. Devotion to it is very 
incient. As early as the fifth century the Basilica of 
St. Mary Major in Rome claimed to possess, not the 
true crib, but a chapel of the crib, which was probably 
simply an imitation of the chamber in the Basilica of 
Constantine in Bethlehem, in which the true crib was 
enshrined. But the origin of the Christmas Crib in 
the tangible form by which we know it, and as it is 
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found in Catholic churches at Christmas time, is com- 
monly traced to the representation of the Nativity 
erected by St. Francis of Assisi three years before his 
death. 

The Poverello told Pope Honorius III his plans and 
asked leave to carry them out. The pontiff consented. 
Accordingly, Francis with the aid of a friend construct- 
ed a crib in the forest of Greccio. He had a stable 
built and within it a manger. There were figures of 
Mary and Joseph and the shepherds. Even the ass and 
the ox had a place in accord with ancient tradition. 

Francis was the crib’s roubadour. For during the 
midnight Mass which was sung within the stable the 
saint stood before the manger and spoke to the assem- 
bled Friars and country-folk on the birth of our Lord. 
He was unable through tenderness to pronounce the 
Adorable Name. And it was said that while he 
preached many saw in the manger a sleeping child, 
whom they believed to be none other than our Lord 
Himself. 

According to another version of the legend, Francis 
acted as deacon of the midnight Mass, and, having 
sung the words of the Gospel—‘And they laid Him 
in a manger’—he knelt down to meditate briefly on 
the sublime mystery of the Incarnation. There ap- 
peared in his arms an infant surrounded by a brilliant 
light. 

There are reasons for admitting the existence of 
“representations” of the Nativity mystery before the 
time of St. Francis’s crib; but we have the word of 
St. Bonaventure and the fact of Francis obtaining per- 
mission from the Pope to show that there must have 
been some sort of novelty in the saint’s undertaking. 
At least, the event at Greccio in 1223 A. D., did much 
to popularize devotion to the crib, which has since 
spread throughout the world, a devotion characteristic- 
ally Catholic, and one in which many Protestants share. 

(2) Santa Claus is a corrupt form of the name of 
the Bishop of Myra, Saint Nicholas, who lived in the 
fourth century. This saint, whose feast is celebrated 
on December 6th, is the patron of sailors, merchants 
and travelers. He is reverenced especially by the 
Dutch as the guardian of children. It was the Dutch 
settlers who made Saint Nicholas familiar to America 
under the name Santa Claus. 

Saint Nicholas, “Good Saint Nicholas,” as he was 
popularly called, was remarkable for his tender charity. 
A certain nobleman had three beautiful daughters for 
whom he was unable to provide a marriage dowry. 
It seemed as if there was no honorable way to support 
them and the poor father was in despair. Saint 
Nicholas heard of the event, and on three occasions 
threw a purse of gold through an open window in the 
house of the afflicted man, who was thus able to provide 
for his children. From this incident is said to be 
derived the custom of placing gifts in the stockings of 
children on the eve of Christmas and attributing the 
gifts to Saint Nicholas under the name of Santa Claus. 
In Germany, Switzerland and the Netherlands the 
people have the custom of making him the secret 
purveyor of gifts on December 6th. In the United 
States children look for Santa Claus on Christmas eve. 

But today Santa Claus is little connected with Saint 
Nicholas. A contributor to America has well said: 
“Thought aplenty is given to Santa Claus, and while 
Santa Claus is a perversion from the “Good Saint 
Nicholas” of the Dutch, and bears some religious 
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implication, the red-nosed, white-bearded, pot-bellied 
caricatures that haunt the street corners with securely 
wired kettles of tin for ten per-cent, or better, of 
their collections, and who lure children to the big de- 
partment stores, are a far cry from the Saint who 
gave aid and comfort to little ones of his time.” 


THE INCARNATION 


Could you inform me in a few words what the 
Incarnation means?—NEWARK, N. J. 


The Incarnation of Jesus Christ means the assump- 
tion of a human nature in time on the part of a 
Divine Person Who is before all time, or from eternity. 
The Incarnation is the sublime and incomprehensible 
union of the divine and human natures, both intergral 
and complete, in one only Person,—Jesus Christ. Just 
as the union of body and soul constitutes a man—makes 
him a distinct individual with a complete nature and 
a singular personality—so the union of the human and 
divine natures in the Second Person of the Holy 
Trinity makes one Jesus Christ. This union is 
ineffable. The divine and human natures are not 
commingled or fused into one another, but each re- 
mains distinct from the other, yet both are possessed 
by one only personality——a divine one. Although 
Christ had a complete human nature He did not have 
a human personality. If that were so, the result of 
the union would be two distinct natures and two 
distinct personalities, neither of which would be one 
Christ. In this stupendous operation of Divine Wis- 
dom and Love, the Divine Person assumes, or takes 
unto Himself, a complete human nature (body, soul, 
heart, nerves,—everything human—save sin) His own 
Personality supplying the human personality, which is 
necessary for a complete human nature. And this 
human nature which Christ Jesus assumed did not 
exist before He assumed it, but it was created in the 
very assumption, so that at no time did the human 
nature of Christ have a human personality, nor did 
it ever exist without any personality. St. John in the 
prologue to his gospel thus expresses this wonderful 
operation: “And the Word (of God) was made flesh 
and dwelt amongst us.” 

The divine nature of Jesus is one and the same as 
that of the Eternal Father and of the Holy Spirit, and 
His human nature is in all things like ours, sin and 
tendency to sin excepted. He is equal to the Father 
as to His Godhead, less than the Father as to His 
manhood. 

Jesus was born in a mysterious manner of a most 
pure virgin by the intervention of the Holy Ghost. 
Whoever is born of woman is a man (that is, human). 
Whoever is begotten of God and equal to God is 
divine. These two births, one in eternity, the other 
in time, are true of Jesus Christ. He is truly the 
God-Man. The Incarnation is a mystery which can 
be received only on faith. 


CHURCH ATTENDANCE 


EDITOR OF THE SIGN: 

Writing under the question, “Is the Future with the 
Catholic Church, Dr. Frederick Lynch, a contributing 
editor, has some observations to make in the undenomi- 


ational Christian Century which may be worthwhile 
bringing before your readers. 


Dr. Lynch says: 


“And as for the church papers—well, I made a care- 
ful study of them last fall and with the exception of a 
half-dozen of the 150, they made no more than the 
most meager and casual mention of it [the Stockholm 
Conference]. The pastors, editors, and people were just 
simply not in the least interested in what their, church 
was doing. The church does not interest them enough 
to pay any attention to an event which deserves to be 
called the greatest venture since the Reformation. 

“Protestants as individuals are interested in evangel- 
ism, social service, Prohibition—other great movements 
—perhaps more interested than Catholics, but when it 
comes to the Church it often seems to mean no more 
to the individual Protestant than his lodge or club or 
society or league. Every Catholic in the world seemed 
to know all about what was going on at Chicago and 
to rejoice that he shared in it, although far away; 
hardly one Protestant out of hundreds seems to have 
even heard of what his Church was doing at Stockholm, 
or if he had, to feel the slightest interest in it. If this 
continues, which Church will win out as a Church?” 

My own personal observation is that if the Church 
is maintaining her own and is gaining ground it is 
due chiefly to the success of our parochial school 
system; and the success thus far attained should en- 
courage all adult Catholics to work hard until every 
Catholic child will be in a Catholic school.—J. F. R., 
CincinnatI, O. 


THANKSGIVING 


Please find one dollar inclosed for the missions in 
China in honor of St. Jude for a favor granted through 
his intercession —C. H., Jersey City, N. J. 


Some time ago I asked a favor of St. Jude. and 
received it—A. S., Jersey City, N. J. 


Please publish my public thanks to St. Jude for a 
wonderful favor which seemed impossible to obtain. 


Would that all in despair might invoke this saint who 
is ever ready to intercede—A. W., So. ORANGE, N. J. 


Please publish my grateful thanks to St. Jude for a 
favor received through his intercession —T. S. C., Sr. 
Louts, Mo. 


Kindly publish my thanks to the Little Flower of 
Jesus for preservation from fire. This is only one of 
many, many favors received by me from St. Therese. 
All praise to this wonder-worker.—M. T. G., Quincy, 
Mass. 


Enclosed please find $5.00 in thanksgiving to the 
Most Sacred Heart of Jesus for a favor received. 
Kindly publish this in THe Sicn so that others may be 
inspired in devotion to the loving Heart of Jesus.— 
N. N., Victorta, Kas. 


Please publish my thanks to St. Jude for a favor 
asked for last evening and granted before 10.00 A. M. 
today. The favor was imperative and its refusal would 
have meant serious embarrassment.—E. B., BUFFALO, 
N. Y. 
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“ohe Mass: 


ANY books and docu- 

ments have lain for 

centuries unknown in 

the libraries of Europe, not because the 
parchments on which they were written were un- 
known, but because the parchments had been used 
twice, the first writing having been erased by 
rubbing with pumice stone. The erasion was 
usually imperfect, and it has been found possible, 
in many cases, to erase the second writing and 
restore the first. Such parchments are called 
palimpsests. 

Near the close of the last century a palimpsest 
in a library of Verona in Italy revealed what proved 
to be an important Christian document. The 
following is part of it in translation: 

“We give Thee thanks, O God, through Thy 
Beloved Son Jesus Whom, in these last times, 
Thou didst send to us a Savior and Redeemer and 
Herald of Thy Will. He is Thy inseparable Word 
by Whom Thou didst create all things, and was 
well pleasing to Thee. Thou didst send Him from 
Heaven to the Virgin Mother. In her womb He 
became man and was shown to be Thy Son, born 
of the Holy Ghost and the Virgin. In obedience 
to Thy Will and acquiring a holy people for Thee, 
He extended His hands when He suffered that He 
might free from suffering those who believe in 
Thee. When He was delivered to His voluntarily- 
accepted Passion to conquer death, to break the 
bonds of Satan, to trample on hell, to enlighten the 
just, to determine the limit, and to manifest His 
resurrection. .... “i 

This is evidently a prelude to a statement of 
what our Redeemer did to achieve these results. 
Most readers will expect it to tell what occurred 
during the Passion and on the Cross. What it 
actually does is to tell of the Last Supper thus: 

“Taking bread, giving thanks to Thee, He said: 
Take and eat; this is my body which will be broken 
for you. In like manner the chalice also, saying: 
This is my blood which is shed for you. When you 
do this you do it in memory of Me.” 

‘Mindful, therefore, of His death and resurrec- 
tion, we offer to Thee the bread and the chalice, 
thanking Thee that Thou hast permitted us to 
stand in Thy presence and minister unto Thee...” 

If we take the prelude in connection with what 
immediately follows, the obvious inference is that 
the Last Supper was much more than the institu- 
tion of the Blessed Eucharist. The prelude is not 
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“Ghe Liturgical cAction and 
Sts Spiritual Import 


dealing with the application of 
the fruits of Redemption, but 
with the Redemption itself. The 
Verona document implies that the Last Supper 
was, in the first place, our Lord’s priestly offering 
up of the Sacrifice of the Cross. 

This is the inference which liturgists have drawn 
from ancient liturgies. Thus Pére Vigourel, Pro- 
fessor of Liturgy in the Sulpician Seminary of 
Paris, in his published study of this document, 
says: 

“At the Supper Jesus made the oblation of His 
one redeeming sacrifice and instituted the Mass. .. . 
Having completed His public ministry there re- 
mained the Cross. He accomplished His redeeming 
sacrifice during the time that lapsed from Thursday 
evening to the following Sunday. The Supper is 
the liturgical action of that Sacrifice wherein He 
made the offering of His life, was immolated and 
consumed.” 

In a course of liturgical lectures delivered ten 
years in the Catholic Institute of Paris, Monsignor 
Batiffol drew the same inference from other sources 
and added: 

“This doctrine has the advantage of being that 
of the liturgy. There is only one sacrifice, that of 
the Cross; but this sacrifice was offered by Christ 
at the Supper and, in our turn, we offer it in the 
Mass, because He gave us the power to offer it.... 
The offering of the Supper and that of the Mass 
have this in common that each is the offering of a 
Victim immolated at another point of time and 
space. At the Supper the offering is made of a 
Victim Who will be immolated. In the Mass the 
offering is made of a Victim Who was immolated 
on the Cross.” , 


cient Canon of the Mass. 

Dom Paul Cagin, O.S.B., devoted years of study 
to it. Comparing it with four other ancient Canons, 
one from Syria, one from Egypt, and two from 
Abyssinia—all of them having an evident family 
likeness—he concluded that not one of the five was 
derived from any of the others, but that all were 
derived from an original Canon in Greek which is 
not known to exist anywhere. The Verona Canon 
is in Latin. The Abyssinian Canons are still in use 
in the separated Church of that country. Dom 
Cagin maintains that the original dates from the 
time of the Apostles. Others place its origin in the 


Or document discovered in Verona is an an- 
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second century. It is, in any case, a very ancient 
document. 


ITURGISTS observe that the reference in the 

Verona Canon, as well as in the other four, to 
the “extending of His hands” is a sacrificial expres- 
sion. In the Old Law the priest expressed the obla- 
tion by extending his hands over the victim to be 
immolated. In three of the other four Canons the 
expression is, “He extended His hands towards the 
Passion;” and in one of them there is a rubric be- 
fore this expression to the effect that here the 
priest places his hands upon the thurible and then 
emtends them over the bread and the wine. 

There is a doubt as to the meaning of the phrase, 
“to determine the limit” in the Verona Canon. 
In Latin it is, st terminum figat. In one of the 
other four Canons there is the same idea in other 
words. The other three express it thus: 

1. To lay down the law of life. 

2. To establish the covenant. 

3. To constitute the testament. 
Hence it may mean: To determine the limit of 
duty. 

One of the duties emphasized by these ancient 
liturgies is fraternal charity as manifested in the 
unity of the Church and in mutual good will. The 
Verona Canon has this prayer near the end: 

“We beseech Thee to send the Holy Ghost upon 
the offering of Thy Holy Church, and to gather in 
unity those who communicate worthily that they 
may be filled with the Holy Spirit for the confirm- 
ing of the faith in truth.” 

One of the Abyssinian Canons has this prayer: 
“O Lord, in Thy goodness fill our hearts with Thy 
peace and cleanse us from all stain and unclean- 
ness, from all desire for revenge, and from the 
deadly cherishing of the memory of injuries” 

In the Canon and in the prayers of the Roman 
rite there is a pervading sense of spiritual solidarity 
and mutual dependence. The Canon begins by 
beseeching God to give peace, protection, and unity 
to the Church throughout the world (quam pacif- 
care, custodire, adunare et regere digneris toto orbe 
terrerum. The communion of saints on earth, in 
purgatory, and in heaven is referred to again and 
again. Our duty to forgive injuries as we hope to 
be forgiven by God is there impressed on us. 

St. Augustine dwells frequently in his sermons 
on the symbolism of the bread and the wine as 
suggested by St. Paul (1 Cor. 10/17). For in- 
stance: ‘That bread shows how you should love 
unity. It is not made of one grain. It contains 
many grains of wheat. But before they became 
bread they were ground; then they were united 
with water. So it is with you. By the humiliation 


of fasting and exorcisms you were ground. Then 
came the water of baptism to bind you together. 
Bread has to be baked by fire. This is the chrism; 
for the oil of our fire is the sacrament of the Holy 
Ghost....You are thus made the Lord’s bread.” 

The Lord’s bread is to be offered up in sacrifice. 
The Christian religion is not all receiving on our 
part. We are not to be passive in the process of 
spiritual growth. It was charity that led our Re- 
deemer to the Cross, and He says to us: “Take 
up your cross and follow me.” 

This connection of charity with the Mass sank 
deeply into the hearts of primitive Christians. The 
prayer of St. Polycarp on the day of his martyrdom 
resembles a canon of the Mass: “Lord God Omni- 
potent, Father of Thy beloved and blessed Son 
Jesus Christ, from Whom we received knowledge of 
Thee, I bless Thee for having deigned to allow me 
to have part of the chalice of Christ and be num- 
bered among the martyrs, looking forward to the 
resurrection in the everlasting life of body and 
soul. May I be accepted to-day in Thy presence 
as a worthy sacrifice... .” 

One of the oldest of Christian documents, The 
Teaching of the Twelve—which is a primitive 
catechism—connects sacrificial worship and charity 
thus: “On the Lord’s day of the Lord gather to- 
gether and break bread, and offer the Eucharist, 
having first confessed your transgressions that our 
sacrifice may be pure. Let everyone that hath a 
dispute with his friend not come together with you 
until they are reconciled, that your sacrifice be not 
profaned.” 

The Teaching of the Twelve has this admirable 
sentence in reference to works of mercy: “Thou 
shalt not withdraw thy hand from him who is in 
need, but shalt share all things with thy brother, 
and shalt not say that they are thine own.” 

If, then, we assume, as we must, that the sacrifice 
which we offer in the Mass requires the spirit of 
the Passion on our part, since it is really the 
Passion of the Lord that we offer in the Mass, the 
foregoing quotations point to charity as the chief 
medium of our return in personal sacrifices. Fra- 
ternal charity usually involves  sacrifice—the 
sacrifice of feeling or judgment or money or time 
or comfort or even of health. Frequent devout 
assistance at Mass, especially in the case of those 
who receive Holy Communion, gives the grace to 
make such personal sacrifices. 


T Is NoT alone the priest at the altar who offers 
L up the Sacrifice of the Mass. Primarily it is 
our Lord Who offers, and the whole congregation is 
privileged and enjoined to unite with Him in the 
offering. 
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During the past twenty years there has been a 
vast increase in the number of Communions. If 
there be no corresponding increase of charity, will 
there not be spiritual disaster on a large scale? St. 
Paul could claim that in him the grace of God had 
not been void—“In journeying often, in perils of 
waters, in perils of robbers, in perils from my own 
nation, in perils from the gentiles, in perils in the 
city, in perils in the wilderness, in perils in the sea, 
in perils from false brethren.” “Christ died for 
all that they also who live may not now live to 


themselves, but unto Him who died for them and 
rose again.” (2 Cor. V.) 


F WE ASK Christ how to live unto Him, His 
Tue is: “Love one another as I have loved 
you”: “I was hungry and you gave Me to eat. I 
was thirsty and you gave Me to drink. I was a 
stranger and you took Me in.” Lord, when did we 
see Thee hungry or Thirsty or a Stranger? “Amen 
I say to you, as long as you did it to one of these 
my least brethren you did it unto Me.” 





COohe Cri " Brother Paul, the O’Farrell Children, 


ROTHER PAUL, was 
sweeping the cocoanut 
matting in front of the partly erected Crib 
with even more than customary energy. 

- It was the morning of Christmas Eve and he would 
be sweeping all over again in the afternoon, but 
he was anxious to stress the bodily vigor of his 
eighty-odd years, for there had been whisperings 
in the monastery that Brother Paul was getting too 
old for his job. His gentle mouth formed itself 
into a firm line as he swept at the obstinate wisps 
of hay or went down on his knees to detach them 
from their setting. 

For nearly sixty years he had done the task of 
the least. His favorite devotion was to scrub the 
boards where the faithful knelt when they made 
the Stations. The sanctuary steps he approached 
with awe, and a “Domine non sum dignus.” Every- 
body loved Brother Paul. The virtues of the three 
vows smiled out of his kind old eyes at the world 
which worshipped in the monastic church. He 
would certainly be canonized some day, people 
said. He swept the more vigorously now because 
there were some people about who might later on 
comment to the Father Superior on his strength; 
not that Brother Paul was given to disingenuous 
ways, but the Father Superior had said to him 
only yesterday, “Brother Paul, I don’t like you 
going up and down those terrible stone stairs to 
the church, you will be killing yourself one day.” 
Now the brothers in the infirmary only went up 
and down the terrible stone stairs when personally 
conducted. It was one of the rules, and the in- 
firmary had been implied in the Superior’s remark. 
Retirement into private life meant not only the 


By Enw DInNnIs 


and a Christmas Stocking 


relinquishing of one’s task, but 
the deprivation of visits to the 
church at one’s own will. In Brother Paul’s 
case he had practically lived in the church, 
helping the brother Sacristan. It was in no vain- 
glorious spirit that he called attention to his effici- 
ent laboring. 

The people approaching proved to be of no more 
importance than John and Sheila O’Farrell in the 
custody of Miss Berryman, the nursery governess. 
Sheila was asking questions, as was inevitable. 
“Does the little Jesus hang up His stocking on 
Christmas Eve?” Many a Catholic child has asked 
the same question, doubtless, but Miss Berryman 
was a recent convert and she was rather shocked. 

John came to the rescue whilst she was collecting 
herself. “Of course, not” he said. “He doesn’t 
come till Christmas day.” 

“But our Lady could hang it up for Him; she 
comes on Christmas Eve with St. Joseph,” Sheila 
contended. 

At this point Miss Berryman intervened in an 
official strain. “The Holy Child does not need 
toys,” she said, “He wants little offerings like I 
told you about at breakfast. Little acts.” 

“That was just when I wouldn’t eat my por- 
ridge,” Sheila said. “I did eat it, but I would 
rather He had had a scooter or an automobile that 
goes by itself.” 

“T have never seen a crib with a stocking hang- © 
ing up,” John observed thoughtfully. “It would be 
great!” 

“Hush! There’s Brother Paul listening to your 
silly nonsence,” Miss Berryman cried in alarm. 
“What will he think of you?” 
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“Pooh! Brother Paul’s been for years in his 
second childhood,” John retorted, repeating verb- 
atim a remark taken from his eldest brother who 
was himself approaching adolescence. 


HEILA was interested. ‘“What’s second child- 
hood?” she asked. 

John explained, “You begin to grow the wrong 
way. You get younger each day instead of older.” 

Sheila considered the matter. “Then Brother 
Paul must be very young she determined, if he 
has started being a child for years. He must be 
almost new-born like the little Jesus.” 

Miss Berryman was horrified. Brother Paul 
was within earshot, unless super-old age had 
affected his hearing. She hustled the children off 
towards the church door. “I am ashamed of you” 
she said to John. “Brother Paul is a most holy 
man. Once upon a time he was a rich gentleman 
in the world and he gave it all up to come and 
be a poor lay-brother. Father Gabriel told me 
all about him; he will perhaps be canonized some 
day. Everybody says so.” She was about to add, 
for Miss Berryman had an exact mind, “except 
the Father Superior,” but she refrained from re- 
peating the confidence of young Father Gabriel 
who was irked in his mind by the Father Superior’s 
guarded attitude towards the brother who was a 
saint by popular acclamation. 

At the door of the church they met Father 
Superior himself. 

“Brother Paul is working away like a Trojan,” 
Miss Berryman observed. “What a wonder he is! 
I suppose it is all will-power?” 

The Father smiled. “Brother Paul has a grand 
will of his own,” he said. 

Sheila, the irrepressible, broke in. “‘Did he make 
it himself? My daddy made a will when he was 
ill, and Mr. Phelps helped him, and Sarah, our 
housemaid—she can write her name beautifully. 
He keeps it in the iron box. Where does Brother 
Paul keep his will?” Whilst Miss Berryman was 
considering how far it was permissible to be amused 
in church Father Superior indulged in an undis- 
guised laugh. “I guess he keeps it somewhere 
inside the hood of his cowl,” he said. That’s where 
we keep our treasure.” 

“Has it got a seal on it?” the terrible child 
persisted. “Daddy put his own seal on his will, 
but Kitty uses mother’s. Perhaps Brother Paul 
used somebody else’s. Perhaps it was God’s?” 

Miss Berryman, fortified by the Superior’s ex- 
ample, laughed audibly, but the Superior, contrari- 
ly, remained serious. What queer things children 
take into their heads to say? 

As the good priest was pursuing his way up the 


church Father Gabriel emerged from his confes- 
sional. He greeted his Superior with almost the 
same remark as Miss Berryman had made. “Bro- 
ther Paul is going strong,” said Father Gabriel, 
“this cleaning up is almost too much for him.” 

The other cast a glance in the Brother’s direction. 
“He knows how I feel in the matter,” he said with 
a slight shrug of the shoulders. 

“But, Father,” the younger man put in, “why net 
make him rest? Brother Paul understands obedi- 
ence better than any of us. Why he is a saint.” 

The other answered with a smile. “Follow the 
Church’s example, my son,” he said, “and call no 
man a saint until he has been dead fifty years.” 

Father Gabriel was not a little jarred by the 
comment. He hated his Superior to betray this 
ungenerous trait in his character. Nobody else 
failed to give dear old Brother Paul his due, and 
he wanted the Superior to be a saint as well as 
Brother Paul. This form of spiritual gluttony was 
a defect in Father Gabriel which time might be 
hoped to cure, for he was still very youthful. His 
Superior crossed over to where Brother Paul was 
sweeping. “Hard at it, Brother” he said, “don’t 
you find it too much for you?” 

Brother Paul’s gentle old face stiffened. Miss 
Berryman had been right about the will power. 
But then a man who had left the world to become 
an abject in the house of the Lord would not be 
lacking in will power. “Not a bit,” he said, “not 
a bit.” 

“You would be better resting,’ said Father 
Superior, and Brother Paul shot an apprehensive 
glance at the face which was not less lacking in 
resolution than his own. But the word of com- 
mand remained unsaid. The Father turned away, 
and Brother Paul continued to wrestle with his task. 


HE O’FARRELL’S house was but two doors away 

from the church, and John’s visits to the latter 
were not invariably made in the custody of Miss 
Berryman. His mother, who had made up her mind 
that he was going to be a priest, encouraged visits 
““made off his own bat.” John was a mischievous 
child but he kept his mischief for secular affairs. 
When a black stocking was missing from the mend- 
ing basket it might easily have been suspected that 
John had found a use for it for some purpose of 
his own, but that the use should have any con- 
nection with ecclesiastical matters would have oc- 
curred to no one. As a matter of fact John had 
quietly settled the matter in his mind that a hung- 
up stocking would make a delightful addition to 
the Crib, which was famous throughout the city 
of Crowdville for the daring novelties introduced 
by the Fathers. Father Gabriel had said in his 
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sermon to the children that the Holy Child had 
played with toys like other children. Then why 
not indicate this by hanging up a stocking? Sheila, 
his one confidant, was not entirely satisfied. It was 
mainly to please her that he was doing it. Her 
five year old ideas were of a more definite nature 
than his.” Suppose our Lady hasn’t anything to 
put in,’ she suggested. “Of course I know it’s 
mummies, not Santa Claus, who put the toys in.” 
| Miss Berryman has explained that in the interests 
of truth.] “I wouldn’t like the little Jesus to be 
disappointed.” 

“Sometimes other people put things in,” John 
said, by way of being consoling. Being nearly eight 
he had grave doubts as to our Lady’s functioning 
in the matter. Sheila, however, for all his fears, 
was keen as a knife on the stocking being hung 
up. Fortune favored John, when, just before bed- 
time, he managed to slip out and into church. John 
knew all the ins and outs, especially the outs, of 
the sacristy, being already in office as an acolyte 
on great occasions like tonight for instance. He 
was able to enter the Crib by a back way, and 
make his addition to the completed ensemble behind 
the drawn curtains which would open with dramatic 
effect when the midnight procession to the Crib 
took place. 


T THIS point something like diffidence overtook 

the realist. Perhaps he had better hang the 
stocking where it would not be seen unless you look- 
ed very hard? He would show it to Father Gabriel, 
and of course, to Sheila. So the stocking was hung 
up well behind the manger and discreetly out of 
sight as far as the unitiated were concerned. 

John emerged cautiously into the aisle. All the 
confessions were being heard on the other side and 
there was nobody near, or rather so he had thought. 
But he had been mistaken. Brother Paul was 
pottering about outside the Crib. He was stooping 
to excavate the petal of a chrysanthemum from the 
irreproachable matting swept when John made his 
appearance. The latter faced the situation. He 
determined to take Brother Paul into his confidence 

-after all he was in his second childhood. He 
met the expression of mild enquiry—Brother Paul 
was never greatly surprised at anything—with a 
frank confession, if that is the right word to use 
where one has been doing a deed, if not of dare- 
and-do, of something very near akin. 

John put his lips, mysteriously, close to Brother 
Paul’s ear. It was unnecessary for the old man had 
wonderfully acute hearing. “I’ve been hanging up 
a stocking for the Holy Child,” he whispered loudly. 
“Don’t tell anybody”—that was the right formula 
with a “secret.” 
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ROTHER Paul absorbed the information slowly. 

He was very sleepy. Tidying up the mess made 
by the builders of the Crib was a beloved task—it 
fitted in with his Domine non sum digmus—but it 
did take it out of him nowadays. He listened 
patiently with a vague feeling that he had heard 
something about a stocking before. Ah, yes, this 
was the small boy who had told his governess that 
he was in his second childhood. Children will 
repeat what they hear. He smiled very kindly on 
John after he remembered that. It is well to know 
what people are saying about us. “I did it to 
please Sheila” John explained. He would rather 
have told Father Gabriel but he was in his con- 
fessional and one doesn’t confess good actions. 
John was nearly quite sure that it was a good 
action. “Sheila is afraid that our lady may not 
put anything into it, he continued. Then he fell 
to wondering if the lay-brother really carried a 
treasure inside the hood of his cowl. Brother Paul 
would give away his head, everyone said that—he 
was going to be canonized—but it was unlikely 
that what he set value on would please Someone 
with the tastes of an ordinary boy. John found 
himself half believing in Sheila’s notions. Perhaps 
it came of speaking to someone who had arrived 
at the youthfulness of the new-born Christ? 

An immense congregation crowded to the mid- 
night Mass at the Church of Our Lady of Sorrows. 
Somewhere about eleven-thirty Father Gabriel came 
out into the dark church to see that the lights were 
turned on and the people admitted. He very nearly 
tumbled over someone fast asleep in one of the 
benches. It proved to be Brother Paul. He must 
have stayed on in church instead of geing back 
to his cell. For a moment Father Gabriel almost 
wished that he, himself, had been like the brother 
mentioned in the Fioretti who hid under the 
high altar in order to witness the intimacies that 
existed between Heaven and a certain holy man. 
He touch the sleeping man gently on the shoulder 
to rouse him and then passed on his way. There 
was a sweet expression on the old man’s face which 
made Father Gabriel say to himself as he drew the 
big bolts of the door, “Brother Paul will most 
certainly be canonized.” 

The unveiling of the Crib before Mass was a 
feature of the occasion. Mrs. O'Farrell allowed 
both her younger children to be present. Sheila 
occupied a seat on the front bench in our Lady’s 
aisle for the Crib part of the ceremony. John, 
resplendent in scarlet cassock and surplice, rejoiced 
in an even more prominent place. There was noth- 
ing between him and the manger when the clergy 
and acolytes grouped themselves befere the still 
drawn curtains of the Crib 








THE fT SIGN 
SS the curtains withdrew themselves, to the 


strains of “Come to the Manger.” People 
craned their necks. There was always something 
new and interesting in the Crib at Our Lady of 
Sorrows. The Fathers were so very enterprising. 

Something new and enterprising there certainly 
was. By the side of the manger, well to the fore, 
there lay a black stocking—a black stocking which, 
in addition to bulging suggestively, had sticking 
out of the top the head of a much used wisp-broom! 

Fortunately the object was only visible to those 
immediately in front. A server had the presence 
of mind to remove it boldly from the face of the 
congregation which might so easily have interpreted 
it as a piece of realism which went beyor:! per- 
missible bounds, even in our days; and the cere- 
mony proceeded without any further hitch. 

As may well be imagined, due investigation fol- 
lowed the unseemly incident. The stocking had 
been found to contain a scrubbing brush. The 
Crib had been in order when Brother Sacristan had 
taken a last look when he closed the church after 
confessions. Very reluctantly, and with a deep 
pain in his heart, Father Gabriel informed the 
Father Superior of his discovery of Brother Paul 
sleeping in the church: The culprit had been 
identified beyond exculpation. The broom was 
Brother Paul’s, so was the scrubbing brush; the 
stocking had yet to be explained. 

“Thank Heaven, it was not an intentional out- 
rage,” the Father Superior said. “Poor old Bro- 
ther Paul, I ought to have put him in the infirmary 
long ago. I wonder where he got hold of the 
stocking?” 

He was not left to wonder on that point long. 
During the morning little John O’Farrell presented 
himself with a very scared face to make confession 
—an open one. Father Gabriel was there as well 
as Father Superior when he made it. It was he, 
John, who had put the stocking in the Crib, but 
he had hidden it at the back of the manger, and 
he hadn’t put the broom in it. 

The presence of his beloved Father Gabriel gave 
him courage to enlarge on the stocking episode. 
He had hung it up to please Sheila, and he had 
told nobody except Brother Paul, and he had told 
Brother Paul not to tell anybody else. 

When John had been sent home, comforted and 
reassured, the two Fathers had renewed their con- 
sultation. A great weight seemed to have been 
lifted from Father Gabriel’s mind. “Deo gratias”! 
he cried, “I believe I have got the hang of the 
thing! Brother Paul is by way of being a sleep- 
walker. He must have done this thing in his sleep. 
He had the idea of putting things into the stocking 
thrust into his mind, as it were, by the little chap’s 


words when he was almost falling asleep. You 
may be sure he did it in his sleep. There is nothing 
the matter with Brother Paul’s wits. Deo gratias/” 

Father Superior was equally pleased. ‘Pray God 
you are right,” he said. ‘But we shall be able to 
tell. If Brother Paul did this in his sleep he will 
have forgotten it but he will remember about the 
stocking if he still has his wits about him.” 

So Brother Paul was summoned. He came 
alertly, although there was a tired look in his eyes. 
“Now, Brother,” said the Father, “have you any 
recollection how your broom and scrubbing brush 
got inside a stocking in the Crib when there was 
nobody in church except yourself?” 

But Brother Paul had no recollection whatso- 
ever. He was as intrigued as they were; completely 
bewildered. , 

Father Superior tried again. “Can you tell us 
anything as to how the stocking got there?” he 
asked. 

Brother Paul thought for a moment. Then he 
shook his head. “I can tell you nothing,” said 
Brother Paul, and his chin suddenly became firm 
—set. 

“We thought, Brother, that you might have been 
walking in your sleep,” said the Superior,” but 
there was something happened before you went 
to sleep and we want to know what it was.” He 
paused a moment, then he continued, “If you are 
not able to tell us, I am afraid that it will mean 
that you will have to take care of yourself, very 
great care.” The look of apprehension came into 
Brother Paul’s face. Then it slowly changed to 
an almost roguish smile. “I can tell you nothing,” 
said Brother Paul,—“nothing at all.” His mouth 
set itself into a firm line. He no longer looked 
bewildered. 


ATHER Gabriel made a movement, he was about 

to speak, but Brother Paul had suddenly found 
something more to say. “If I must be taken care 
of, it is God’s will,” he said, with a flashing smile 
that radiated from his toil-worn countenance. Then 
the smile had vanished and he was on his knees 
kissing the ground. “I ask pardon of God, and 
penance of you, my Father,” he said. 

“Now come, Brother it.was no fault of yours 
that you walked in your sleep.” The Superior said 
it very gently. 

Brother Paul looked up. “But I have not been 
asleep all the time,” he said. “God have mercy 
on a wilful old. sinner.” 

Father Gabriel had found it hard to contain 
himself during this last scene. Silenced by a 


gesture from his Superior, no sooner had. Brother 
Paul left the room than he broke out:..‘‘Can’t you 
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see, Father, Brother Paul is shielding the boy. He 
remembers well enough. His wits are all there.” 

The Superior answered him in his calm, un- 
hurried way. “I got at that too—it was, fairly 
obvious.” 

“Then you are not going to put him in the 
infirmary?” 

“Most certainly I am.” 

“But you will explain that it was simply sleep- 
walking?” 

“T am not sure.” 

The young priest gasped. “But if this other 
idea gets about? .... why, it might stop his being 
canonized some day.” 

The other replied. “It may stop him from being 
canonized,” he said, tersely “but it will make him 
a saint.” 

He laid a hand on the other’s shoulder.” I have 
waited for this for years,” he said, “we must say 
Te Deum. I have prayed for it, and” he added, 
“T have longed for it. I might have pressed the 
vow on Brother Paul and his act would have had 
the merit of holy obedience, but,” he paused— 


theological definition seemed to elude him—“but, 
in that case the Holy Child would not have found 
something in His stocking, eh?” 

So they said their Te Deum. And later on 
Father Gabriel said a second one by himself, for 
he had had a very festive Christmas; a spiritual 
feast with two saints for his veneration in the place 
of one. 


ND AS for Brother Paul, he faded from public 

ken into very private life, as well he might 
having made the Holy Child a present of his broom 
and scrubbing brush. Very few people knew about 
the latter. Not even those who had stood in the 
forefront at the unveiling of the Crib. John alone 
had his suspicions. “There was something else in- 
side the stocking,” he told Sheila. “I saw it 
bulging.” 

“P’r’aphs it was the thingumbob that Brother 
Paul keeps in the hood of his cowl.” Sheila sug- 
gested. “The little Jesus would be pleased with 
it if it had God’s seal on it because God’s seal must 
be much beautifuller than Brother Paul’s own.” 


cA Christmas Offering 


By Viotet O’Connor 


My heart’s no better than a stable, 
Filled with wood, and straw, and hay, 
The rubbish of material atoms 

From perfection gone astray; 

Yet such as it is, Sweet Holy Child, 

I give you my heart today. 


My body’s like a stupid donkey 
Not yet under good control, 
Gibbing, when he’s asked to gallop 
In Your service, to Your goal; 

But such as he is, old Brother Ass, 
I give him you, body and soul. 


My work’s like any stolid creature’s— 

Dull as yoked oxen I, 

Pulling heavy loads of turnips— 
But to guide the plough I'll try, i 
And learn, without one glance behind, ' 
The custody of the eye. 


A donkey! ox! and poor old stable 
Bundled up with straw and hay! 
That really seems all I am able 

To bring to You this Christmas day; 
But it’s what You chose in Bethlehem, 
So You will not turn away. 


I’ve longed in vain for Angel’s wings 
To bear me on my way, 
I’ve longed in vain for gifts of kings 


To offer You today. 


I cannot sing as an Angel sings, 

I cannot bring what a wise man brings, 

My mind’s all clashing with untuned strings, 
But with all my heart I pray: 

In exchange for these grosser things, 

Oh! give me Your grace today. 
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cArchcon fraternity Comment 


(Intention of the Archconfraternity of the Sacred Passion for December, 1926) 


HE INTENTION of the Archconfraternity 
for this month is Our American Youth. 
Outside the Church the spirit of our 
American young men and women today 
is not a spirit that tends toward the things of re- 


ligion. As a body they have sensed the emptiness 
of ever shifting spiritual values, and are turning 
their backs altogether upon Christianity and Christ 
Himself, to follow after the false gods of cheap 
and tawdry pleasures that must ruin them. 

It is trite to remark that our American youth 
who have lost their faith must return to our Lord 
Jesus Christ if they are to bring any real happiness 
into their lives; to the God for Whom the pagans 
of old yearned in the midst of the same kind of 
cheap and tawdry pleasures; to the God Who has 
formed the heart of man and Who alone can teach 
man how to satisfy its highest cravings. 

But where is this Christ? How many there are 
around us who do not know. Indeed, outside the 
Church, multitudes in America do not so much as 
know that Christ is God. For many of them He 
is not God. For all of them He is someone, God 
or man, who lived and died and left this world never 
to return. How then, come back to Him? 

Ah, we Catholics know the answer to that ques- 
tion. We know that Christ our Lord and our God 
is not someone Who lived and died and left this 
world. We know that He promised to stay with 
us all days, and that He has kept His promise, liv- 
ing with us in our churches underthe form of a little 
piece of bread, repeating among us the life He 
lived nineteen centuries ago in Palestine, gathering 
us and our children about Himself, and teaching 
us how to live our lives so that we may be really 
happy here and hereafter. 

If we love Him and love these souls for whom 
He gave Himself and for whom He yearns in all 
the little tabernacles of the world, we must try 
in some way to bring them back to Him. Here lies 
the work of the lay apostolate that we hope to dis- 
cuss more and more in these pages. 


In connection with this work, a letter recently 
received may prove interesting to our readers. 


Editor of THE SIGN: 

You have asked your readers’ opinions concerning 
the work of the lay apostolate. The work in itself is 
splendid, but in the way proposed by the Archconfra- 
ternity of the Passion, impractical, for two reasons that 
I shall try to bring out. 

This work cannot be successfully undertaken by the 
ordinary Catholic first of all, because the every-day 
Catholic is appallingly ignorant of his Faith; and not 
only would he not be able to attract others to it, but 
would find that the arguments of those outside might 
often attract him to go outside the Church. For ex- 
ample, the doctrines of the Church concerning the 
existence of hell, the practice of birth control, etc., 
do not appeal to the natural man as do the beliefs of 
many outside. Besides, many of the human defects of 
the Church, unknown to or glossed over by the ordi- 
nary Catholic, would be forcibly brought to his at- 
tention by many non- Catholics, and the shock might 
be too much for him. 

Secondly, this work would be unsuccessful, because 
the ordinary Catholic is quite as appallingly ignorant 
of how to attract others to the Faith as he is of the 
Faith itself. Religion is the most delicate and danger- 
ous of subjects for discussion, and in most cases the 
argument becomes a dispute and then a quarrel, which 
instead of attracting someone into the Church, sends 
him farther off. 

What, then, shall we do? Sit supinely by, while so 
many are drifting ever further from us? Not at all. 
But our activity should consist in becoming better 
Catholics, in knowing, loving and practicing our Faith 
far better than we do ordinarily. Here we have a work 
that will set us forth on the oldest and best kind of 
lay apostolate work, that of good example. Here there 
will be no chance of losing our Faith, or in repelling 
those outside. It is a slower method, but a surer way; 
and perhaps after somé of our Catholics have studied 
to practice this way, they may begin the work you 
suggest. 

Sincerely, 
Experienced. 


Now, will you please let us know what you think 
of that? Address, Moderator of Archconfraternity, 
c/o The Sign 
Union City, N. J. 
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cAmos: 


MOS, THE old weaver 
who dwelt in a humble 
cottage beside the town of Samaria, 
drew wearily nigh to the gates of the 

city. It was late, and the city in the shadows was 
dark. Although he was now quite near it, to his 
dim eyes it seemed still to be afar off. In soreness 
of foot and dull trouble of mind, the old man, 
thinking bitterly of the luxuries Caesar Augustus 
who had imposed upon him this thirty mile journey 
for enrollment, was strongly tempted to cast him- 
self by the wayside and travel no further. 

The bale of fine cloth, that he carried in hope 
of doing business in Bethlehem among citizens and 
strangers, would help much to ease his roadside 
couch, and if unfolded, would also serve to protect 
his aged body from the severity of the night wind. 
He stood in loneliness for a moment; gazed toward 
the city; gazed toward the stunted olives edging 
the track; gazed with solicitude upon the fine 
purple stuff he had wrought on his loom. Then, 
conscious more than ever of the aching of his limbs, 
he moved onward with a dejection of aspect that 
was pitiful. 

“Tt is not meet that I should in such wise waste 
the precious fruit of my long labors,” he murmured 
as he advanced. “With strength I shall go up to 
the city, and find there a shelter that will burden 
me with the sacrifice of but a small coin. Even 
at this hour there may be strangers abroad who 
will look with favor on the good cloth that in my 
weakness I would spoil. Yet,” he thought shrewd- 
ly, “yet better avoid traffic with strangers in the 
darkness of the city—fresh eyes of the morning 
will see more beauty in rich coloring of purple and 
folds of silken smoothness.” 

Thinking which, he clasped with a greater care 
the bale of cloth that he bore on his shoulder, and 
fixed its covering more firmly beneath the leathern 
fastening. He was cold and hungry. Always 
thrifty, Amos had taken with him on his journey 
only a frugal measure of food to sustain him on 
the way. And thinking to allow himself more free- 
dom and energy to bear his burden of woven stuffs, 
he had left behind in his cottage the heavier gar- 
ments that might have impeded him. Now he 
lacked their warmth, even as he lacked the food 
to gratify the sharp appetite produced by his un- 
usually long spell of walking. 

“T should not have lagged on the way,” he re- 
flected, feeling his scrip to assure himself that 








“Ghe Samaritan and As 
Bale of Purple Cloth 


By P. J. O'Connor Durry 


the wherewithal to buy food and 
shelter lay still securely there. 
“The night grows darker and more cold. And 
it is silent here, so near unto the city; silent and 
overshadowed as a place of sorrow. I give thanks 
to God that I am now at last come to the city 
gates.... 

His reflections were suddenly interrupted. Near 
him he had heard a stealthy, crackling sound; and 
he stood very still, listening. Again he heard a 
rustling low noise that seemed to come from 
amongst some palm-trees that grew together, in 
dusky soft masses, on either side of the road. 
Listening intently, he heard now another sound— 
low whispers of voices that were indistinct, and, 
because of their hiddenness, menacing. He was 
suddenly oppressed with fears of unknown dangers, 
and moved forward quickly, striving to calm him- 
self. But the sounds of light foot-steps, the secrecy 
of muttering voices, stole along among the shadows, 
following him with dark threat, it seemed. And 
Amos, who was a nervous old man, halted, trembl- 
ing, with fluttering heart, and blanched face, and 
cried out: “In the name of Moses and of Abraham 
and the Prophets, I beseech ye to come forth in 
peace!” 


uT there was no answer to this appeal of the 
B old man, except that the whispering vcices 
were silent. And again Amos cried out: “Speak 
aloud in friendship, I beseech ye, for I am but an 
old man who goeth alone and in poverty!” 

But again there was no answer. Only now a 
shape came silently from beneath the trees, and 
slipped like a shadow along the way until it reached 
Amos, who was all unaware of the cat-like ap- 
proach. And another shape slid outward, and crept 
from a different direction towards the weaver. And 
this dark creature Amos saw, and smote with his 
staff as he sprang. Then Amos was himself struck 
heavily, as by the strong timber of a tree. But 
although sinking beneath the great force of the 
blow, he was little hurt, for the stroke had fallen 
on his bale of cloth, which was like a very thick 
and buoyant pad across his shoulder. He was 
somewhat cheered by this escape; and, shaking off 
his nervousness, he strove to defend himself and 
his moneys, and the rich purple fabric by which 
he set great store. Despite his many years and his 
recent timidity, he swung his staff now with a 
resolute vigor. But at last, amid a confusion of 





THE T SIGN 


blows, he was stricken down by the two thieves 
who had waylaid him. And while he protested in 
the name of the Law and the Prophets against the 
wickedness of this injustice, the two thieves laid 
hands upon the old man, to strip him and rob him. 


PY gers powerless beneath their weight, and held 
rudely by grappling, bony hands, poor Amos 
in secret besought the Lord for deliverance from 
these enemies. As he prayed, he heard the coarse 
jesting of the wretches, who were leisurely in their 
outrage, and appeared to take breath after their late 
assault before denuding the weaver of all the riches 
that he had upon his person. Hot breaths struck 
unpleasantly on the old man’s face. Low laughter 
rumbled close to his ear. 

They cut the leathern strips that bound the bale 
of purple stuff. They drew Amos upright and 
pulled off his robe. One of them sought for his 
scrip. Then the thief who was standing with the 
mean robe in his hand flung it down unexpectedly 
on the ground beside the bale of cloth and the 
staff of Amos. 

“Leave him alone,” he said to the other thiei. 

And to the greater amazement of their victim, 
the other thief said in tones of apprehension: 

“Perhaps it is better. I am afraid, I know not 
why.” 

“And I, too, am afraid,” said the first thief. 
“Let us go hence, and leave this old man; for we 
know not what wrath may come upon us in the 
night.” 

“But whence is this thing that fills us with such 
a strange fear? It is as though angels of the Lord 
came this way, and shook the darkness so that it 
trembles with portent of their coming.” 

“Quick! Let us go!” 

“We must go. I am driven to hide myself afar 
off. I think with shame of my iniquity.” 

“It is a visitation that passeth understanding. 
But come! We talk too much.” 

“Old man, we leave thee in peace, and beseech 
our father, Abraham, to bless thee.” 

There was a noisy rushing of feet beneath the 
palm-trees, and Amos knew they had gone in haste. 
Through the darkness dwindled the amaze of their 
voices. And then silence—silence that seemed 
to be laden with such solemnity as Amos 
had known in the Temple, and in the synagogues 
at prayer. He sought for his possessions, and 
having found them, withdrew fearfully to the 
road-side to adjust his robe, and bind his 
ware anew. 

While he stayed there, very still, very silent, he 
saw the dim figure of a man leading a donkey on 
which sat another cloaked figure that swayed gently 


to the movements of the willing little beast thar 
stepped so sturdily towardsthe city. They drew nigh 
Amos, and passed by. Even as they passed him. 
the weaver was uplifted in his mind, and felt com- 
forted by their presence. And though a feeling 
of awe was ever vivid in his bosom, he made haste 
to gird his robe about him, so that he might follow 
near to them. Sharing at a little distance their 
companionship, he entered Bethlehem with them, 
and went even to that same inn at which they 
sought shelter. 

The master of the inn came to the door with a 
lantern in his hand, and in the light Amos saw 
the quiet humble man who led the donkey; and he 
saw that the one who rode was a woman, very 
young and beautiful. Indeed, the wondrous holy 
beauty of her face, the pure joy that lit her delicate 
countenance as with radiance of sanctity, struck 
Amos himself with joy and reverence that he felt 
could only be of holiness. And he praised the 
Lord because He had vouchsafed him protection 
through the coming of those two wayfarers to the 
city. For he was not unmindful of how the thieves 
had been stricken with a great fear; and how he 
himself had been awed and gladdened, when they 
drew near him as he stood beside their path. 

“There is no room... .” 


HE word of the inn-master rang coldly in the 
© cold night, and Amos saw the two travellers 
turning away. The city was filled with strangers. 
The inns were crowded to the utmost, and in the 
streets there were many of those who had come to 
be enrolled. A man of Samaria who knew Amos 
hailed him at the moment that the inn-keeper, 
gazing after the two whom he had turned away, 
was holding his lantern aloft: 

“Whither goest thou, Amos?” 

“Ah, Nathaniel! so thou, too, art here. 
my errand is as thine,” said Amos. 

“Perchance even more than mine,” said Nathan- 
iel, touching the bale of cloth. “But whither 
goest thou for meat and sleep, Amos?” 

“T know not. There are many in the city.” 

“The inns are full. I have sought in vain for 
shelter. But what has happened to thee, Amos? 
A moment since thou didst look sadly bruised, with 
blood upon thy cheek—” 

“Bruised? Blood upon my cheek?” 

“Yea, of a surety. I saw it in the lantern light. 
And now thou speakest like one bewildered.” 

“T am, indeed, bewildered,” said Amos. “Truly, 
I had forgotten that I fell this night among thieves 
and was beaten by them. But they robbed me not. 
Yea, rather they left me in peace. And so great 


Well. 


was her beauty ....so holy was her countenance. . . 
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that in blessedness of remembering. ..and remem- 
bering my fear—” 

“Amos, Amos, thou speakest as it were in 
riddles.” 

“T will tell thee. I will tell thee, Nathaniel.” 

“When thou hast rested and taken food. But 
this is a cold city, Amos. Let us seek a refuge 
outside its dark walls. We can buy food in the 
market-place as we go towards the southern gate.” 

And arm in arm they went away from the 


portals of the noisy inn. 
* * * * 


HE NIGHT was bitterly cold, and in the keen 

wind there whirled snow that would soon 
mantle the land in fleecy white. Amos, the weaver, 
and his friend, Nathaniel, drew themselves further 
within the sheltered nook, beneath overhanging 
rocks, which they had found along the road at a 
little distance from Bethlehem. Low shrubs and 
brown brushwood guarded it from the wind and 
snow. Withered leaves and bracken, deeply piled, 
made a soft resting-place. Presently the snow 
driven against the bushes, began to thicken there, 
so that they were in a little while protected more 
securely from the storm and by the very wings, as 
it were, of the storm itself. 

Yet it was cold. Crouching there, growing chill 
after the warmth of travelling, Amos could feel a 
very painful aching in all his limbs. 

“Me thinks great Caesar Augustus might have 
spared old men such a journey, Nathaniel,” said 
Amos, covering himself more thoroughly with the 
dead leaves. 

“Verily, he could, Amos,” his friend said, drowsi- 
ly, as he curled warmly and deeply in the bracken. 

Nathaniel, the maker of water-bottles and shoon 
and bridles—a versatile worker in leather, indeed— 
was just so old as Amos. He had journeyed 
leisurely and carelessly. And he had not fallen 
among thieves. Nor had he any strange spiritual 
experience like to that of Amos. He had only 
heard of the odd adventure as they supped together. 
So that he could now sink down tranquilly in this 
refuge and find pleasant sleep. 

“Out of his many legions he might have chosen 
swift couriers to go into the highways and by-ways 
to make this enrollment,” continued Amos. 

“Vea, he could,” said Nathaniel, murmuring. 

“And now it is cold. It is dark and strange in 
this place. And what with weariness, and my 
bruises, and....and....but, Nathaniel, thou art 
sleeping!” 


Nathaniel spoke not. But his breathing told of 


slumber, Amos, with a sigh, stretched himself more 
comfortably, and lay still, pondering his adventures 
of the day, until sleep stole upon him like a sweet 
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perfume of incense. And while he slept he dreamed 
of those who had come to him in his extremity, 
from whom the thieves, shameful of themselves, 
had fled afar. 

Quite suddenly, and at the same moment, the 
two sleepers awoke. 

“Nathaniel!” 

“Amos!” 

“Nathaniel, I dreamed a dream,” said Amos, 
rising on his elbow. “I saw them of whom I spoke.” 

“T also dreamed,” said Nathaniel, “I heard 
strange voices. I saw Judea like a great field mov- 
ing as the earth shook. And in the heavens I saw 
a glory shining that was like to the sun, but 
greater.” 

“And I saw her face like a vision. The snows 
of the morning shine not more purely, nor the stars 
of the firmament with such a tenderness—” 

“Hark, Amos! Was not that a sound like music 
in the night?” 

“The winds are now still,” said Amos, listening, 
and then: “I hear not any sound of music, 
Nathaniel.” 

“Yet I seemed to hear sweet music. ‘And look: 
the snow has ceased falling. The night is fair.” 

“The skies are strangely lit, and the very dark- 
ness seems to tremble,” said Amos. ‘ “Yea, my 
aged heart seems to tremble, too. It is the joy of 
my remembrance... .” 

“Hush!” cried Nathaniel softly. “Ah, now there 
is music indeed! Amos, Amos, it is a very glory 
of music, as though choirs of heaven sing. Yea, 
it seems to fall down upon us like rain of harmony 
from the high heavens.” 

But Amos, with wonder in his eyes and on his 
pale face, his hands clasped as in prayer, was silent, 
listening. 

“Come, Amos,” said Nathaniel; “let us go forth. 
I hear sweet voices upon the hills. And look: 
yonder is a wide light shining! Praise the Lord, 
and the glory of the heavens that are His... .” 


HEY went out in haste to the road, and turned 
them to hills. And whenthey had travelled per- 
haps a furlong, they heard men coming down from 
the hills, speaking amongst themselves, and prais- 
ing and glorifying God. So much was their haste, 
and so rapt were they in offering up their praises, 
that they heeded not Amos and Nathaniel, who 
stood by the track, wondering. But Amos ran to 
one old man with a shepherd’s crook, who was 
behind and a little apart, because he was lame, and 
he spoke with him, asking him what strange thing 
had come to pass. 
“Friend, friend, this day is born to you a Savior, 
Who is Christ the Lord, in the City of David,” 
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said the shepherd, with shining eyes, moving for- 
ward again as he made joyous utterance. “I speak 
as the angel hath told us. And this shall be a sign 
unto you. You shall find the infant wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, and laid in a manger.” 

“In a manger!” said Amos. ‘“Perchance be- 
cause there was no room in the inn!” 

“Come with us, and see this word which is come 
to pass, which the Lord hath shewed to us.” 

“Nathaniel,” called Amos, hurrying along be- 
side the shepherd. ‘Nathaniel, it is the Messiah—” 

But his friend had left him and was gone with 
the other shepherds, who had not slackened their 
excited speed. They came at length to a certain 
stable that was like a cave beneath a hill, and the 
shepherds entered in, and found Mary and Joseph, 
and the Infant lying in the manger. And they cast 
themselves down in adoration of the Savior Christ, 
who lay in swaddling clothes in the straw of the 
manger. 


mos, kneeling in worship nigh the doorway,saw 
a the Babe and the Virgin Mother and her holy 
Spouse; and he remembered a face that had shone 
for him with holiness, and the quiet man who had 
led the little donkey to the door of the inn. For 
now he saw them again, and the stable seemed 
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illumined by radiance from the Holy Face of the 
Child, and from the face of her. 

“Blessed be the God of Abraham, and the God 
of Isaac, and the God of Jacob,” said Amos with 
joy within himself. ‘The stone which the builders 
rejected,” he thought, remembering the Psalms, 
“the same is become the head of the corner. By 
the Lord this has been done; and it is wonderful 
in our eyes.” 

With his adoration and wonder there was mingled 
great pity for the Child lying in the manger, and 
for the Mother who watched by Him so tenderly 
in the cold stable. And this pity brought to his 
mind a thought of his own riches, and he arose 
and went out from the stable. He hastened to the 
place outside the city, where he and Nathaniel had 
slept; and searching deeply in the dry leaves, he 
found that which his old hands had wrought so 
deftly on his loom. 

“He that had much, had nothing over,” he said, 
using words of the Book of Exodus, “and he that 
had little, had no want.” 

And bearing with him his gift of finely-woven 
cloth, whose rich purple folds were of a generous 
measure, and of a coloring that was good to look 
upon, the old weaver of Samaria, rejoicing in spirit, 
went back to the stable. 


Christmas Gandle 


By Jessre F. EDGERLY 


This lovely candle with its soft ray beaming 
Sends out its light across the country fields 
The people in this house from harm it shields 

This lovely candle with its soft ray beaming. 


Across the clatter of the city streets 
It shines to light the Christ Child en His way 
From Bethlehem’s stable to dur home today 
Across the clatter of the city streets. 


A little light, just as a Sign and Symbol 
Of that Great Light that came upon the night 
When Radiance flooded en the Shepherd’s sight 
A little light, just as a Sign and Symbol. 


A light of Love and Peace and Christmas Cheer 
Secure, a gleaming path across the ages— 
It shines on us as on the Kings and Sages 
A light of Love and Peace and Christmas Cheer. 


























Belen: 


HEY BORED into the 

wilderness from the 

north—-the very road that later was to 

be immortalized as the magic Sante Fe 
Trail—a vagabond crew, the outcasts of de Onate’s 
army; tricksters, gamblers, thieves; the scum of 
Spain, the spawn of Mexico, spilled into the desert 
with its ever changing sands. Above them the sky 
was a dream of color and luminous beauty. Before 
them lay the new-made city of Sante Fe. And 
the year was 1620. 

Juan Sandoval, their ruthless and cruel leader, 
had taken his little band into San Francisco Canon, 
which nestles in a cup of the Sangre de Cristo 
Mountains, between Colorado and New Mexico, 
and pitched his tents for the summer. A fruitful 
country through which they pillaged and enslaved 
all before them. Returning in the autumn to the 
warmer southern country, their band was increased 
twofold by the slaves they had taken from the 
pueblos. 

With Juan Sandoval, traveled his wife, the 
beautiful Isobel, and their infant daughter, Cata- 
lina, who was named for her greatgrandmother, 
Catalina, first wife of Cortes, Alcalde of Santiago 
de Cuba. The babe was fair as a flower. La Flora 
Blanco—The White Flower, she was called. 

Sandoval caused his slaves to erect for his family 
in the lee of the tall cottonwoods, a home of adobe 
brick, in the shape of a hollow square enclosing a 
patio-garden. It was on a rising ground above a 
stream. Beyond the cottonwoods lay the sheds, 
corrals, barns and thatched huts of the slaves. 
Here he lived in fuedal grandeur, spending the 
winter with his family while his men fared forth 
to kill and steal. 

One day in the spring he led his men forth to 
the plains to the westward. Utterly fearless, it 
was his custom to ride in advance of his band. 
An arrow pierced his heart. His men fled in con- 
iusion. The savages pursued, captured or killed 
the entire company, and triumphantly entered the 
village where Sandoval’s house shone out like a 
astle under turquoise skies athwart the crimson 
sands. 

* * * * 
Z-JT BELEN, in 1740, a mission settlement was 
3B founded for the Janissaries—Indians and 


mixed Spaniards captured in childhood and forced 
‘o work as servants. They were the extraneous 
element of society, segregated from both 


the 





By CoNSTANCE EDGERTON 





“Che Lady of the Blue Mantle 
and the (White Desert Light 


Spaniards and the Indians. 

Chief amongst them was a 
woman Catalina Sandoval, called the White Flower 
wife of an Indian, mother of his children. Hers had 
been a matriarchial house. With pride she told of 
her fathers, grandees from old Spain. But of these 
people no trace had she found, and ever she was 
searching. Nomad tribes from the salt marshes, 
Spanish colonists, Padres, she questioned. To no 
avail. She was very old—the oldest person in the 
parish. Some gave her one hundred twenty years. 
Her face was hard and wrinkled. Desert sun and 
wind had changed its one time whiteness. Her eyes 
and mind were keen. She practised medicine, 
spoke many dialects, and translated for the Padre, 
but recently come from Spain. 


ELEN,Which istheSpanish name for Bethlehem, 
has to the westward an open sweep of desert, 
stretching more than one hundred miles to Broom 
Mountains. Beyond the mountains westward for 
another hundred miles, are the lava beds and 
craters of extinct volcanoes. North from the Beds. 
eighty miles as the crow flies, is Inscription Rock. 
In Broom Mountains, more than ninety years 
back, so said Catalina, was hidden a statue of 
Our Lady, and several paintings in Spanish oil. 
The statue was of unbelievable lovliness, the work 
of a Franciscan, whose mission was far to the 
westward, overlooking the ocean. <A _ band of 
Janissaries had been been sent to Baja California 
to bring these likenesses of Our Lady to the 
Christian Indians of whom Catalina was accounted 
one. At Broom Mountains they were set upon 
by a savage tribe. To save their treasures they 
placed them in a stony cave, the entrance to which 
none but Catalina knew, she having been with them, 
and the only member of the band who escaped. 
Now she was nearing eternity. She wished her 
church to have the likenesses of Our Lady, so, 
with the consent of the Padre, she headed a band 
westward, passing forbidden walls of rock lava, 
mesas that lay parched and empty under noonday 
skies. cahon walls of sheer purple stone black with 
noonday shadows, lifeless, verdureless. These gave 
place to a rolling sea of ever changing sands across 
which spread a chapel on whose front was the coat 
of arms of the Franciscans—the cross with a coil 
of rope and two arms below: the one the arm of 
Christ, the other the arm of St. Francis of Assisi. 
“We are but one sun from the cave,” said 
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Catalina. Next day at sundewn she led them to 
it and the men removed the entrance stones. 


T was the day before Christmas. The sun was 
L setting on the edge of the sands and the edge 
of the world, leaving behind a magic light, the far 
flung horizon enveloped in purple hazes. 

Catalina was first to step into the cave. Scarce 
was she inside than a light brighter than the noon- 
day sun flooded the place, and a Woman, mantled 
in blue walked from the far corner of the cave, 
where She had been standing many years. 

The Janissaries fell on their faces. 

When they arose they saw on the one side the 
sands bathed in a soft semi-dusk. To the other 
side, high on a crag, stood the Lady of the blue 
mantle, stars blazing in her crown. For a long 


moment they gazed at Her. A flood of great white 
light filled the crags where the Lady had been. 
The high, white lights of the desert have shone 
continuously since. 

They buried Catalina under a gnarled pine tree, 
at the mountain base, midst playing purple 
shadows, over which shone the high, white light. 

They returned to Belen with the paintings. The 
statue of Our Lady, of whose great beauty Catalina 
had told them, they could not find. They searched 
the cave thoroughly. There was nothing in it 
except the paintings and the Lady who walked out. 

Catalina, they said was old, very old, and was 
mistaken about the statue. So they hung the paint- 
ings in their church, from whose door at nightfall, 
you can see the high, white light of Broom 
Mountains, to the westward. 





~ Mothers 


By Hucu F. Brunt, LL. D. 


Mothers have a way with them 
Only mothers know; 

Just a secret Heavenly 
God has taught them so. 


Arms that know the way to make 
Softest cradle-bed, 

Giving shelter from the world 
To a baby’s head. 


Hands that know no weariness, 
Blistered to the bone; 

Mothers’ hands are made of love, 
Made of love and stone. 


Eyes that hoard the sunshine in 
For a rainy day, 

Dropping memories of light 
All along life’s way. 


Lips that know no other song 
But the song of love; 

They must learn their lullabies 
Somewhere there above. 


Feet that climb to Calvary, 
Feet that run to save, 
Feet that follow, follow on 

E’en into the grave. 


Mothers have a way with them 
Only mothers know; 

For to take His place on earth 
God just made them so. 

















N TREADING the High- 

way of the Cross, it 

was pleasing to the Sacred Heart of our 

Lord that He should stand six times a 
prisoner before earthly tribunals; thrice before 
those representing the supreme ecclesiastical author- 
ity, and thrice before those representing the 
supreme civil power. Annas had insolently ques- 
tioned Him, and permitted without rebuke his 
servant to strike Him. 
Thence He had been 
ied to the council-hall 
of the palace of the 
high-priest and had ap- 
peared before the mem- 
bers of the Sanhedrin. 
After an interval of over 
an hour, during which 
He suffered cruelties and 
insults from the guards 
and servants, He was 
again, when day had 
broken, placed before 
this council for a trial 
and condemnation which 
should have some ap- 
pearance of legal for- 
mality and consequent- 
'y of validity. 

The tribunal known 
as the Sanhedrin was at 
this period the supreme 
council and court of 
justice among the Jews. 
Its jurisdiction extended 
to all religious questions, 
and to call civil cases 
(at least in Judea, Sam- 
aria and Idumea), ex- 
cept a very few of high- 
est importance which 


“ohe Sanhedrin: 


By Priacip WaAREING, C. P. 





CHRIST BEFORE THE SANHEDRIN 





Fifth Chapter in the 
Highway of the Gross 


(B. C. 168-63). These princes 
also called Asmoneans, were 
entirely engrossed in a valiant struggle to free 
their country from the yoke of Syria. Hence, 
they left the supreme management of religious and 
civil affairs to this national council. 

After their time, when Palestine had become a 
Roman province, Rome, following her custom of 
leaving to subject peoples their national religion 
and institutions, had 
permitted the Sanhedrin 
to retain its preéminent 
position and authority, 
excepting only the 
power of life and death. 
Its personnel was com- 
posed of seventy-one 
members, including the 
president, taken from 
three orders in the State, 
the families of the high- 
priest, the scribes or 
doctors of the law, and 
the ancients or heads 
of the great families. 
Twenty-three members 
appear to have been 
sufficient to form a legal 
assembly, but for crim- 
inal cases more were re- 
quired. Their place of 
meeting had been within 
the precincts of the 
Temple in a hall called 
Gazith (i. e., of hewn or 
square stones) at the 
eastern end of the sacred 
court, but on the depo- 
sition of the last ethn- 
arch, Archelaus, and the 
coming of the Roman 





Rome reserved to her 
governors. The date 
and occasion of its ori- 
gin are uncertain. In 
‘he form in which it is 
found during the life- 
time of our Lord and 
the Apostles, it was 
probably instituted early 
im the Machabean period 





“They holding Jesus, led Him to Caiphas the high 
priest, where the scribes and the ancients were assembled. . . 
And the chief priests and the whole council sought false 
witness against Jesus, that they might put Him to death; 
and they found not, whereas many false witnesses came 
in. And last of all there came two false witnesses; and 
they said: This Man said, I am able to destroy the temple 
of God, and after three days to rebuild it. And the High 
priest rising up, said to Him: Answerest thou nothing to 
the things which these witness against Thee? But Jesus 
held His peace. And the high priest said to Him: I adjure 


You by the living God, that Thou tell us if Thou be the 
Christ the Son of God. 
said it.” 


Jesus saith to him; Thou hast 
(ST. MATTHEW: 27/57-64.) 
a 


Procurators, they held 
their sittings in the 
“Gentile Porches,” and 
later on in a hall in the 
lower town. Three years 
before our Savior’s Pas- 
sion they seem to have 
had no fixed place of 
meeting; and St. John’s 
Gospel seems to imply 
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the second assembly held for our Lord’s condem- 
nation was, like the first, at the high-priest’s palace. 

It was, then, just after the light of day had 
broken over the crowded and awakening city, that 
our Lord found Himself for a second time arraigned 
before this supreme tribunal of Israel. The mem- 
bers have taken their places in a semi-circle, sitting 
in oriental fashion on rich carpets or cushions. 
Against the cold of early 
morning they are wear- 
ing a second, shorter, 
tunic of white wool over 
the inner one, and their 
cloaks of rich and divers 


é : Py 
colored cloth are drawn | jo tS 


close with the easy grace 
of life-long habit; their 
girdles and sandals show 
their high rank, folds of 
silk or muslin of varied 
hues are turban-wise 
wound their heads. In 
the centre on a raised 
dais is the Nasi, or 
President, Joseph Cai- 
phas, high-priest for the 
time being. Next to 
him is the Saga, or Vice- 
President Annas still 
reverenced by the peo- 
ple as the legitimate 
high-priest. He is the 
guiding spirit of the 
whole proceeding. At 
each end of the -semi- 
circle is a secretary, one 
to record favorable evi- 
dence and votes, the 
other the adverse evi- 
dence and votes. A 
majority of one may 





FROM THE SANHEDRIN TO PILATE 


He sees no friendly or pitying face. He and they 
know that they are met again only to condemn 
Him with some appearance of legality. Already 
they have heard the witnesses with all their con- 
tradicting and conflicting evidence. Already had 
Caiphas, descending from the dais and coming face 
to face with our Lord, administered the solemn 
oath adjuring Him to tell them if He were the 
Messias, the Son of God, 
and they had heard Him 
declare that He was, 
and that hereafter they 
would see Him “seated 
at the right hand of the 
Majesty of God, and 
coming on the clouds of 
heaven.” Already they 
had rent their garments 
in sign of horror, and 
adjudged Him deserving 
of death. What then 
would they now! What 
cunning guides their 
hatred! Why this haste! 
Despite the interval be- 
tween the hearing of 
the witnesses and this 
condemnation, despite 
the break of day, their 
proceeding is illegal, be- 
cause it is still the same 
day as that of the hear- 
ing, because the smoke 
of the morning sacrifice 
has not been seen as- 
cending from the Tem- 
ple, because the assem- 
bly itself is not a full 
one, and the witnesses 
in defence have not been 


“And when morning was come, all the chief priests and heard, nor opportunity 


acquit, but not condemn, the ancients of the people took counsel against Jesus, that afforded for any to 


and any witnesses com- 
ing forward must be (ST. MATTHEW: 28/1-2) 
heard. A small crowd 

of guards, servants and students-of-law are standing 
looking on. Among the ancients, or nobles, our 
Lord had at least one friend, Joseph of Arimathea, 
rich, powerful, of high birth, and influential with 
the Roman Procurator; among the scribes is 
Nicodemus, rich and virtuous, and “a master in 
Israel.” There also is the pious and learned Phari- 
see, Gamaliel, teacher of Paul of Tarsus. These 
three and other upright and just men, we may be 
sure, had not been summoned, so that when our 
Lord raised His eyes, weary and heavy with pain, 


they might put Him to death. And they brought Him a 
bound, and delivered Him to Pontius Pilate the governor.” speak in favor of the 


accused. Nevertheless 

there is some pretense 
of complying with the law, and they must hasten 
to get the Procurator to take up the case, for his 
stay in the city is sure to be of the briefest. Per- 
haps if they act energetically and prudently they 
may force him to pronounce the death sentence at 
once, and all be accomplished before sun-down, 
the commencement of the great Sabbath, i. e., the 
Sabbath within the octave of the Pasch. There- 
fore our Lord now stands before them again. In 
the interval of over an hour—He has been at the 
mercy of their rough and cruel servants and at- 
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tendants. These have beaten Him with open hand 
and fist, and spat upon Him, and mocked Him, 
and twisting His white linen head-dress round so 
as to cover His eyes, have bidden Him look through 
its folds, and tell them who it is that strikes again. 
So that now the mute appeal of exhaustion and 
helplessness, of pain and anguish, is stronger, yet 
as fruitless, as before to the Sanhedrin assembly. 
He is again interrogated: “If thou be the Christ, 
tell us.” Then He speaks “Whatever He might 
say they would not believe Him, whatever remon- 
strance He might make, they would not answer 
Him; however innocent He might prove Himself 
to be they would not let Him go; but hereafter 
they would see Him “sitting on the right hand of 
the power of God.” On this all exclaim: “Art thou 
then the Son of God?” He answers that what they 
say is true—He is the Son of God. No further 
need then of witnesses. “We have heard it from 
His own mouth.” 

In the Mosaic law the penalty for blasphemy 
was death by stoning. The hatred and cunning of 
the leaders of the Sanhedrin had carried them 
swiftly to sentence and condemnation, but the 
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authority to execute it was no longer theirs. Rome 
had reserved to herself the Jus Gladii, the power 
of life and death. 


uR Lord stood before them, weak, suffering, de- 
serted, friendless, still “the Glory of Israel,” 
the “Anointed,” their Prophet, King and Priest, but 
now made an outcast, and passing from them to the 
Gentiles—“He in Whose light these should walk, 
and in Whose brightness their kings rejoice;” pass- 
ing by the bitter way from condemnation to death! 
Some of their members are selected and appointed 
by the Sanhedrin to proceed at once to the citadel, 
an armed guard conveying the prisoner, and to 
demand in the name of their nation the vindication 
of their ancient sacred law which Rome was pledged 
to respect; they demand it of a stranger, a wor- 
shipper of false gods, but the representative of the 
great empire that, arising in the “islands from 
afar,” had gathered to herself the Asiatic conquests 
of the Greek, and now held Palestine in her firm 
grasp. Her eagles in very deed looked down from 
the high plateau of Acra upon the courts of the 
House of the God of Israel. 


King 


By J. Corson MILLER 


They called Him “King!” and then they pressed the crown 
Of jagged thorns upon His blameless Head; 

There had been kings before, but none had bled 

From crowns they wore; in silence He looked down. 


They laughed at Him, and in His hands they placed 
A reed for sceptre, hailing Him as “King—” 

A King of what? A King of everything 

That thinking men call good, and sweet, and chaste. 


And as they danced, they sang a ribald song, 
And some pulled hatefully his matted hair; 
Until there was no semblance left for long, 
Of strength or manliness a man should wear. 


They tied a blind-fold over His eyes; ah me! 

And struck Him from behind, and bade Him tell 
The name of the offender, knowing well 

That He was bound with cords; they could not see, 


Though they were not blindfolded, how He cried, 

With hidden eyes, to shield them from their shame, 
Who could have slain each blackguard—name by name— 
And leveled all the city in its pride. 


But now the blood-drops fell, like trickling rain— 
He was a King in truth—The King of Pain. 
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N THE 15th of August, 
1549, St. Francis Xavier, 
that greatest apostle of modern times, 
crossed the threshold of the Flowery 
Kingdom of Japan. By the power of his miracles, 
the sanctity of his life and the boldness of his 
preaching he renewed again the wonders of the 
apostolic age. On the twentieth of November, 1551, 
he left for China, but died in the embrace of the 
Chinese coast just within sight of the promised land. 


During his apostolate in Japan, St. Francis re- 
ceived about 3,000 Japanese into the Church. The 
feudal regime then in vogue made it possible to 
convert whole communities. The conversion of a 
prince was invariably accompanied by the conver- 
sion of his subjects. Aided by these favorable con- 
ditions progress was most consoling. A few years 
after Xavier’s death there were 200,000 Christians 
with 250 Churches in Japan. 

A sorrowful day, however, was in store for the 
youthful Church of this pagan country. Ill advised 
by the enemies of Christianity, the civil rulers in- 
augurated a series of bitter persecutions. Hatred, 
torture and brutality were the price of Christianity. 
This era of persecution lasted two hundred and fifty 
years and excelled in ruthless savagery the punish- 
ments inflicted by the masters of imperial Rome 
during the first three centuries of the Christian era. 
In February, 1597, twenty-six martyrs received their 
crowns in the city of Nagasaki. Gathered from 
various cities, they were forced to undertake long 
marches; they were driven in carts through the 
streets; their bodies were multilated and finally on 
the 8th of February, after more than a month of 
fearful tortures and indescribable suffering, they 
were crucified. 

The following year, an attitude of tolerant peace 
prevailed but it was interrupted by the Edict of 
Destruction which appeared in 1614. It was decreed 
that Catholicism must be abolished. The result was 
horrible. From the day that death warrant of 
Christianity was promulgated until 1859 persecution 
raged with unparalleled fury. Priests were not per- 
mitted to enter the country. Those who were al- 
ready in the land were martyred. Large crosses 
were placed at all ports and everyone entering the 
harbors was obliged to trample upon them. Every 
Japanese subject was bound to fulfill this obligation. 
With the priesthood exterminated and churches 


By Ricwarp J. CusHING 


ruined, the spiritual children of 
Xavier were put to a frightful test 

In 1622, took place what is known as “The Great 
Martyrdom” and again the place was Nagasaki. 
The soil of this city has been steeped in the blood 
of martyrs and so today it is one of the most flour- 
ishing dioceses in all Japan. The blood of martyrs 
is the seed of Christians. The details of the martyr- 
dom are too gruesome to reproduce in detail. Thirty 
selected Christians together with thirty-two religious 
were chosen for slaughter. More than half of them 
were beheaded and the others were slowly burned 
to death. The victims of this latter torture were 
securely tied to posts, the heads of those beheaded 
were placed at their feet, the fires were lighted some 
yards away, then, they were moved slowly towards 
the confessors of the faith. The heat became severe 
at first, then their clothes caught fire. The fires 
were kept sufficiently near to roast them and suffici- 
ently far to prolong the agony to the utmost. Such 
sickening scenes continued year after year. 

In 1637, in the province of Arima, 37,000 
Christians, driven to desperation, revolted, shut 
themselves up within the fortress of Shimabara, and 
were slain to the last one. In 1640 four Portuguese 
ambassadors who had gone from Macao to Nagasaki 
were called upon to apostatize; refusing, they were 
put to death without further trial. Thirteen of their 
followers were sent back to Macao with this warn- 
ing: “While the sun warms the earth let no Christian 
be as bold as to venture into Japan. Whosoever 
shall disobey this prohibition will pay for it with 
his head.” 


Hus Japan was closed and remained so for two 

centuries. A price was set on the heads of 
foreign and native Christians. Occasionally some 
intrepid apostolic men would venture into this mys- 
terious empire. In 1642 five Jesuits secretly em- 
barked for Japan but they were discovered and 
executed. In the following year five others followed 
their footsteps and met the same fate. 

At last, in the year 1858, the tide of persecution 
subsided as a result of an agreement between Japan 
and France. One article in this treaty permitted 
French subjects the free exercise of their religion. 
Three port towns, one of them Nagasaki, were 
opened to the French and the missionaries. Father 
Petit-Jean was among the first to take advantage 
of the treaty and coming to Japan he built a chapel 
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in Nagasaki. It was a day of great rejoicings and 
of great solemnities. All the European ships that 
were anchored about the port sent their detachments 
to participate in Japan’s second spring. Only a 
handful of Japanese, attracted by mere worldly 
curiosity, were present. 


UT wuHatT of the descendants of the Christians 

whom Xavier baptized? For years the heroic 
martyred apostles had sought them but they were 
not to be found. Was there no trace of them? Had 
every sign of Christianity disappeared before the 
roaring waves of persecution? The answer can best 
be given in the words of Father Petit-Jean. It 
constitutes one of the most beautiful pages in the 
missionary annals of the Catholic Church. 

“On the seventh of March, 1865, a group of 
twelve or fifteen persons, men, women and children, 
appeared at the door of the church. Their demeanor 
denoted something more than curiosity. The door 
was closed and I hastened to open it and,as I 
advanced towards the sanctuary, I was followed by 
the visitors. Kneeling in the presence of the good 
Savior, I adored Him, and I besought Him to place 
upon my lips words calculated to touch their hearts 
and to win for Him adorers among those who stood 
around me. Scarcely had I prayed when a woman 
of forty or fifty years or age came quite near me 
and, with her hand on her breast, said, “The hearts 
of all of us here are the same as yours.’ ‘Really?’ 
said I, ‘and where then do you come from?’ ‘We all 
come from Urakami’ she said, ‘and at Urakami al- 
most everyone thinks as we do.’ 

“Then she turned to me and said ‘Where is the 
image of the Holy Mary?’ At this blessed name of 
Mary all my doubts vanished. I was surely in the 
presence of the children of the old Christians of 
Japan, and I thanked God for this consolation. I 
lead them to the altar of our Lady. Following my 
example, they all knelt and tried to pray; but joy 
carried them away and they began to say, ‘Yes, it 
is really the Holy Mary; see on her arms her 
august Son, Jesus. 

“While these good visitors were admiring the 
statue of the Blessed Virgin and asking me 
questions, other Japanese entered the church and 
immediately those who surrounded me scattered in 
all directions, but they came back almost at once 
saying: “We have nothing to fear from them, they 
are our neighbors and they think as we do!’ ” 

No more was said that day. Sightseers were 
going and coming, and the priest arranged that they 
would come another day. Returning to their valley 
of Urakami they told their neighbors that priests 
had again come to Japan. After two hundred and 
fifty years of relentless persecution those children 
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of Xavier still preserved the Faith of Christ without 
church or priest or sacraments. 

The news went round. From the valley of 
Urakami it travelled to the neighboring places, and 
in a few days, bands of Christians, who had con- 
cealed themselves in their valley homes, marched 
into Nagasaki and up the hilly street that led to the 
church. They gathered about the edifice; they 
affirmed that they would await instructions and 
receive the sacraments. Father Petit-Jean took the 
opportunity to learn many things about them and 
about their lives. They baptized their children and 
they did it correctly; they said the prayers that 
Xavier had taught their remote ancestors and, for 
salvation, they relied on an act of contrition. 

But still there lurked a few doubts in their simple 
but acute minds. And one day one of them cauti- 
ously asked the priest did he and the other Fathers 
obey ‘the Pope of Rome, the head of the Church of 
Christ. When they learned that such was the case 
their doubts vanished for a time. But another 
doubt arose. It was unbelievable that priests 
should be among them again. They could not 
accept it. And one day one of them asked, “Have 
you no children?” “You and your brethren,” the 
Father answered, “the Christians and pagans of 
Japan, are the children whom the good God has 
given to us. We priests must preserve celibacy.” 
At this reply the visitors bowed their heads to the 
ground and exclaimed: “They are virgins! They 
are virgins! Thanks be to God!” 


EVOTION to Mary the Mother of God; union 

with the Vicar of Christ on earth and celibacy 
were the three proofs handed down from generation 
to generation to these isolated Catholics by which 
they would recognize the successors of the first 
apostle to Japan, S. Francis Xavier. 

Thus the Church was discovered in the Flowery 
Kingdom. For three hundred years the Christians 
had preserved the Faith of the Master, and for 
three hundred years He had kept His word, “Behold 
I am with you.” “Where two or three of you are 
gathered together in My name there am I in the 
midst of you.” 


Da wn 


By CatHaL CANTY 


The slender day from cloud tuft cushions 
Rises and by taper light 

Wraps soft flowing silks around her, 
Mauve and rose and creatny white. 


“Ghe Infallibles: Pawn, Meant 


By Joun B. MuLLIN 


T IS AMUSING, not to say 

amazing, how much some 

human beings know. Two recent writers, 

on opposite sides of the Evolutionary 
fence, have accused n.en of using their brains too 
little. In spite of this charge it might occur to a 
casual observer that there are a few who overwork 
their sources of cerebration. Father Gillis calls 
them, “The Infallibles.”” The results of their think- 
ing processes are not seldom lamentable. 

Just about seventeen years ago an American 
educator of note gave utterance to some startling 
views on the religion of the future. Having been 
for many years a capable professor of chemistry, 
he was, doubtless, a well-chosen prophet of a new 
and subtle revelation. Religion, this great and 
wise man declared, is not a fixed, but a fluent thing. 
The religion of the future would certainly have 
nothing in it of the supernatural, and, above all, 
it would not be based on authority, either spiritual 
or temporal. Does not this remind you somewhat 
of the worthy Monsieur Jourdain, who wished to 
write to the object of his affections without employ- 
ing either prose or poetry? 

Gifted far beyond his fellows, a distinguished 
inventor likewise rose to testify to the crying de- 
ficiency of “organized religion.” His evidence, too, 
has been read into the record of modern folly. Poor 
religion, tried in the court of incompetent opinion, 
found guilty, and sentenced to annihilation! 

Came a day, as reads the caption on the silver 
screen, when appeared one of the greatest of living 
novelists. He is just that, one of the greatest of 
living novelists. Would that he had kept his wagon 
hitched to the stars of fancy that sparkle across the 
pages of his brilliant fiction! Temptation proved 
too much. The novelist turned historian, and very 
ambitiously took all history, prehistory, and pre- 
prehistory for his field. Other pens than mine have 
done the “Historian” ample justice. The opinion 
of the world may be gauged in some measure by 
the tremendous royalties which poured into his 
coffers. Lest it be thought that this gentleman’s 
superhuman knowledge is restricted to past events, 
it may be said in passing that he has qualified also 
with regard to the future. As seer and prophet he 
informs an anxious world that in the new order of 
life, into which our kind is passing, Roman Christ- 
endom will become a local tradition and a province, 
just as the Empires of Babylon and Egypt became 
nothing more than memories and provinces in the 


world-wide Empire of Rome. 
Not too long since, a number of 
the “gilded literati,” known to contemporary fame 
as novelists of rank, joined in a combined effort to 
expose their ideas on religion. Here and there 
they betray a most commendable modesty. “Half- 
grown brains,” one naively admits, “obviously can- 
not grasp the whole truth about the universe.” 
Could any assertion be less provoking? ‘‘Neverthe- 
less,” the lady further assures us, “I feel that 
Christianity must be regarded, not as a final reve- 
lation, but as a phase of revelation.” Poor, poor 
Christianity, so “desperately on the defersive,” and 
yet so surprisingly vigorous withal! 

If some of these writers were content with describ- 
ing merely their private beliefs, or lack of belief, 
they might be forgiven for what is no worse than 
a waste of perfectly good ink and print-paper. 
When they arrogantly proceed to demolish Christi- 
anity by bold assumptions contrary to fact, often 
bordering on the blasphemous, their words become 
extremely offensive to pious intelligent ears. 

It must not be thought, however, that the vagaries 
of “The Infallibles” are restricted to the Knights 
and ladies of the Corona. The affliction is much 
more widespread. Let an individual become a 
captain of industry, a fortunate financier, a cele- 
brated scientist, a popular jurist, an artist of dis- 
tinction, then, presto, behold before you an all-wise 
theologian and moralist! 

Recently, a well-known judge, and apologist for 
the “Younger Generation,” which may or may not 
need apology, wrote at some length on the backward 
morality of our benighted Twentieth Century. The 
gist of his remarks seems to be that the Command- 
ments of God are no longer to be trusted, since they 
are outworn relics of an unenlightened age. At any 
rate, we should readjust our moral standards to 
meet the demands of modern civilization. Verily, 
a Daniel come to judgment! 

The nation’s press is still discussing the theories 
of a justly famous nurseryman, playing the role of 
religious critic. The tone of some comments would 
indicate that that this man died a martyr to the 
faith that was not in him. There are not wanting 
those who say that no one took him seriously. 

This list does not pretend to exhaust the roll of 
“The Infallibles’”” (may.their tribe decrease!) It 
aims to present only a few noteworthy examples. 
One can only watch and pray to be delivered from 
the creeds of these present-day dogmatists. 
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HE CHRISTMAS season 
to some hardly seems 
the appropriate time for meditation on the 
Passion of Christ. To these the Joyful 

Mysteries are something apart and should not 

_ be joined with the Sorrowful Mysteries of our 

Lord’s life. Especially does it seem incongruous 
to some to associate the Birth of our Savior, the 
most joyful of the Joyful Mysteries, with His tragic 
Death which is the most sorrowful of the Sorrowful 
Mysteries. But these persons fail to realize the 
reason for Christ’s presence in the manger—He was 
born in Bethlehem that He might die upon Calvary. 
The Crib is really the first station on the highway 
of the Cross. 

Looking upon the Divine Infant in the manger 
we cannot help but think of the reasons for His 
Incarnation. Surely, if two events in the Re- 
deemer’s life are in any way closely related, these 
two events are His Birth and Crucifixion. The 
Babe of the Crib is the Savior of the Cross. 

The Mystery of the Incarnation marks the 
entrance into the world of One Who existed from 
all eternity but now appears in human form. God 
became Man. His was a true conception, formation 
and birth. There was the joining of a real human 
body and human soul with the Second Person of 
the ever Blessed Trinity. He is Divine yet in all 
things (sin excepted) He is truly human. He was 
like us in form, feature, body and soul. From all 
eternity He is God. From the moment of His con- 
ception He is God-Man. “In Him,” says St. Paul, 
“dwelleth all the fullness of the Godhead corporeal- 
ly” (Cor: 2/9.) And St. John means the same 
thing when He says “The Word was made flesh and 
dwelt amongst us.” (St. JoHn: 1/4.) 

Now the Divine Person of the Word became Man 
to redeem men. He assumed human nature to 
expiate the sins of human nature. But He is al- 
ways God. He never for a moment laid aside His 
Godhead though He ‘took the form of a servant.’ 
It follows therefore, that Jesus Christ, the God- 
Man, from the first moment of His conception, was 
in the full possession of all His Divine attributes. 
He was from the first instant of His earthly exist- 
ence fully conscious of the reasons for His Incar- 
nation. 

Unlike a mere human infant He did not begin 
to know. He always knew. He did not come to 
the age of reason because He is the Wisdom of 





Bethlehem and Calvary 


“Ghe Appeal of Jesus Crucified 


By NorMAN P. 
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KELLY, C. P. God from the beginning. He 
was fully aware of the straw 
in the crib, as He was thirty years later 


of the hard wood of the cross. His was not an 
unreasoning infancy that knows not a mother’s 
love. He was as keenly conscious of His mother’s 
presence in the stable as He was, when, from the 
Cross, He gave her into the hands of His beloved 
disciple. Her adoring love at the crib was as fully 
appreciated as her broken-hearted sorrow was 
realized when she stood at the foot of the Cross. 
The harmony of the angel’s song in Bethlehem 
gladdened His baby heart as the jibes of the Jews 
and the blasphemies of the crowd afflicted that 
heart on Calvary. He welcomed the adoration of 
the Magi as many years later he looked lovingly 
from His Cross at the penitent Magdalen. 

Fully alive and conscious from the first moment 
of His life, He had always in mind the purpose of 
the stupendous mystery of the incarnation: man’s 
salvation by the Cross of Calvary. It was with 
reason that the Angels at His birth sang that won- 
derful antiphon of praise, “Glory to God in the 
highest and on earth peace to men of goodwill.” 
(St. Luxe: 2/14.) Christ’s birth in Bethlehem was 
the beginning of a sacrificial life, culminating in 
His death on the Cross, bringing glory to His 
Father and peace to the hearts of men. 


EFORE His birth, the coming of the Savior was 

predicted by the prophets. Obediently Hecame 
into the world at the time and in the place designa- 
ted bythe Father. Holy David toldof His obedience 
long before His birth was announced to the shep- 
herds. “In the head of the book it is written of 
Me, that I should do Thy will, Oh, God.” (Ps. 
39/8.) And the will of God was a life and death 
of expiation. This was always before Him and 
His whole life was a constant striding towards this 
end of His ministry. “I have a baptism wherewith 
I am to be baptised: and how am I straitened until 
it be accomplished.” (Sr. Luxe: 12/50.) After 
living a life of perfect obedience, we seem to hear 
a few hours before His death an echo in the Garden 
of Olives of His first covenant, ““My Father, if this 
chalice may not pass away, but I drink it, Thy will 
be done.” (St. MatrHew: 26/42.) St. Paul 
could say of Him after His return to the bosom of 
His Father, that He was “obedient unto death even 
to the death of the Cross.” (Puri: 2/8.) 
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XTERNAL circumstances only confirm the close 
& association of the conscious Babe in the man- 
ger with the suffering Man-God upon the Cross. 
Some very obvious parallels cannot be ignored. 

Before His birth He knew His name; that He 
should be called Jesus, that is, Savior—and the 
reason, “for He shall save His.people from their 
sins” (St. MatrHew: 1/21.) Long years after 
He justified the title of Jesus, the Savior, for on 
the Cross of Calvary, “He was wounded for our 
iniquities and was bruised for our sins.” 

As the prophet had fortold that He should be 
poor in spirit and in reality, so the Evangelist re- 
lates that “She [Mary] brought forth her first-born 
Son and wrapped Him up in swaddling clothes and 
laid Him in a manger.” (St. Luxe: 2/7.) After His 
death on the Cross, His blessed Mother at His 
tomb must have thought of those first swaddling 
bands as “Joseph, taking the body, wrapped it up 
in a clean linen cloth and laid it in his own monu- 
ment.” (St. MatrHEew: 28/59-60.) It was not 
by accident that His first resting place on earth was 
a borrowed cradle and His last, another’s tomb. 

His Divinity was announced by the prophets 
long before His Incarnation. At His birth an angel 
from on high declared it to the shepherds. Years 
pass and in the Garden of Gethsemane “there ap- 
peared an angel from heaven strengthening Him. 
(St. Luxe: 22/43). The star, that the Magi said 
to be His, attested His Godhood. On Calvary, the 
quaking earth and the renting rocks proclaim the 
death of Nature’s God. The pagan kings were 
the first to proclaim His Divinity. ‘Where is He 
that is born, King of the Jews? For we have seen 
His star in the East and have come to adore Him.” 
(St. Matruew: 2/1.) At Calvary’s Cross, the 
pagan Centurion declared his new found faith in 
the Redeemer with the words, “Indeed, this was 
the Son of God.” (St. Matruew: 28/54.) At 
His nativity, the Wise Men call Him, King. Were 
we present on Calvary at His crucifixion, we could 
have read the words of His death card, inscribed 
by the hand of Pilate, “Jesus of Nazareth, King 
of the Jews.” (St. Joun: 19/19.) 

Even His enemies at the time of His birth bear 
a curious resemblance to His foes at the time of 
His Passion. He no sooner entered this world when 
men strove to kill Him. We have a Herod, the Chief 
Priests and the Scribes in both instances. “And 
assembling together all the Chief Priests and the 
Scribes of the people, He [Herod] inquired of them, 
where the Christ should be born,” (St. MATTHEW: 
2/4.) with no other intention than to kill Him. And 
the counter-part of this meeting in Jerusalem is 
one held thirty years later in that same city. “Then 


were gathered together, the Chief Priest and the 
ancients of the people and they consulted together, 
that by what subtilty they might apprehend Jesus 
and put Him to death.” (St. MatrHew: 26/4.) 

Was not the sad reception accorded Him at His 
birth an echo of His abandonment by all during 
the long hours of His Passion? “He came unto 
His own,” says St. John, “And His own received 
Him not.” The desire of the everlasting hills had 
no one to welcome to earth and at His leaving by 
the ordeal of the Passion, He was forsaken by all, 
alone. At the appearance of His enemies at the 
time of His great trial, the gospel tells us that “the 
disciples all leaving, fled.” True, He had a few 
loyal friends around Him during His last hours, 
showing more fully the parallel. At Bethlehem’s 
cave, His mother and St. Joseph and the poor 
shepherds surrounded Him and at Calvary’s Cross, 
there is His mother (as always) and a few broken- 
hearted women with St. John in the place of His 
foster Father. 

Thus we could continue to show from the words 
of the prophets and from His own words and con- 
firm it by external circumstances that our Divine 
Lord is foremost and always the Suffering Savior. 
It is not suprising, therefore, that throughout His 
whole life, we can detect a unity of purpose and 
therefore a unity of conduct. For, from eternity 
He had offered Himself to be man’s Messias; to 
suffer and to die that man might not die for ever. 

The plan of Redemption was clearly outlined by 
God the Father from eternity, communicated to us 
by the prophets, and consciously fulfilled by God 
the Son in time. In the minds of the prophets He 
is always “the Christ,” “the Emmanuel,” the “Holy 
One of Isreal,” who will save His people from their 
sins. Holding the Divine Infant in his arms, the 
holy prophet Simeon predicted His Passion and 
thanked God that he had been spared to see the 
day of his salvation. 


ND THUS meditation on the sufferings and the 

sorrows of the Divine Redeemer is not out of 
place at the Christmas season but extremely fitting. 
For, if we sympathise with the Babe of Bethlehem, 
it is because His sufferings have already begun. Ii 
we are glad and rejoice with Him on the day of 
His birth, it is, in the angel’s words, that “this 
day is born a Savior who is Christ the Lord.” 
(St. Luxe: 2/11.) 

x* * * * 

Bethlehem and Calvary! In the crib it is seen 
that “God so loved the world that He gave His 
only Begotten Son.” On the Cross we may read. 
“Greater love than this no man hath that a man 
lay down His life for his friends.” 
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“It Came Upon the Midnight Clear” 
By B. Barry 


HRISTMAS EVE, and the air, sombre and still, 

the gray sky, seemed to herald coming snow. 
In the poor cottage on the edge of the village 
a widow and her son dwelt alone. Few and 
small were the gifts she could provide for 
the little one, but, bending nearer the softly 
smouldering fire on her hearthstone, she related 
once more to him the beautiful, often-told story 
of the Christ Child, of His birth in a stable, and 
His cradle a manger, where, warmed by the sweet 
breath of the animals, He lay lovingly tended by 
his mother Mary and the foster-father Joseph. 
The child loved to listen to this tale, so gently 
related by his mother—sometimes he thought she 
must look even as did the mother of the Holy 
Child—but above all he loved the story of the 
angels singing the heavenly songs which floating 
from the skies bore over the earth the message of 
Peace and Goodwill to Men. 

“Mother,” he said, “I wish that I too might hear 
the music of the angels on Christmas Eve. If 
[ am good and do my task, and don’t beg to sit 
over the fire when you call me to bed, may I not 
stay awake till midnight this Christmas Eve so 
that I may hear for myself the songs of the angels, 
listen to their lovely voices, see their shining wings, 
and hear them sing ‘Peace on earth, goodwill to 
men’?” And the gentle mother, full of tenderness 
for her baby, replied, “Yes, little one, you too shall 
hear the heavenly music.” 

Already it was late and mother and child were 
about to sit to their frugal repast when a knock 
sounded at their door. The mother opened. On 
her threshold stood an old man, poor as herself, 
it seemed, with a gentle and dignified air. 

“May I beg you, madam,” he said, “to give 
me shelter, let me rest here till the dawn? Night 





falls, I am far from my destination and I fear to 
lose the way if I continue my journey now. And 
if of your goodness you can spare a crust for an 
old man, I have still some pence with which I can 
repay your generosity.” 

“Enter, sir, and be welcome,” said the widow. 
“We are poor, my child and I, but the good God 
would not be pleased with us if on His holy Birth- 
Night we refused to share our meal with any one. 
Welcome!” Wider she opened the door, then drew 
a chair to the table where the child was already 
seated, watching the visitor with grave eyes. While 
they supped their guest told them that he was on 
his was to the next village where he would celebrate 
the festival on the morrow with some friends. 
“But I am old, you see,” he smiled wistfully, “no 
longer can I walk as I did twenty years ago, and 
I am glad to pass the night here with the friends 
the good God has sent me to, and to continue my 
journey in the morning, if He wills.” 

When the child had finished his supper, the 
mother bade him say goodnight to their guest, 
explaining that the little one must go to bed. The 
boy, gentle and timid, obeyed shyly and went up- 
stairs with his mother. 

But when he was in bed he did not wish to 
sleep and said, “Mother, you forget that if I sleep 
I shall not hear the songs of the angels.” 

“Ves, yes, my child,” said the mother, “you will 
hear them in your sleep,” and the child was quiet. 
But he did not sleep and each time that his mother 
wished to extinguished the candle and leave him, 
he murmured and became uneasy. For long he lay 
awake and when his mother urged him to close his 
eyes, he grew agitated and excited, the vision of 
the angels haunted him, and, dreading to miss the 
wondrous music, he wept. Seeing that the child 
would be ill if his agitation continued, the mother 
descended to her kitchen to make him a calming 
drink. 

The guest, who was installed beside the fire with 
an air of wellbeing and content, asked if the baby 
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were ili and learned the reason of his tears. “ ’Tis 
sad,” said he, “to see the children weep—the baby 
has a sweet and childish grace....later he will 
suffer enough....as one must, one must/—” and 
the old man was silent, perhaps dreaming of his 
own childhood. 

The mother having given the drink, sat beside 
his bed telling her beads while the child rested 
tranquilly. As she prayed she looked at her baby 
with luminous, loving eyes, when, suddenly, softly, 
coming from far away, she heard the strains of a 
music plaintive and clear, gentle, mystic. It was 
the hymn of Noel, Adeste Fideles. Thin, sweet, 
and infinitely clear it stole through the darkness 
of the night. The child heard it and started from 
his pillow. “Mother....the music....hear it.... 
how beautiful! It is the angels singing!” Listen, 
Mother, listen!” and the child sat upright, the tiny 
hands clasped, his eyes shining with joy, brilliant 
with happiness. “Oh, Mother,” he cried, “it is the 
angels, if I could but see them!” 


The mother mystified, never questioning the 
miracle, content that her child was happy, wished 
but to listen to the heavenly harmony. “No, no, 
dear child, you cannot see them, they are far away, 
beyond the stars....be tranquil, listen, listen unto 
the end,”—and the two, breathless and enchanted, 
listened open-eyed till at last the song of Noel died 
away upon the wintry air. When the child slept 
the mother glided to the window and looked out on 
the starry heavens, which seemed still to reflect 
the radiance of the angels’ wings. Then she knelt 
and thanked with all her simple faith the dear God 
Who had allowed her child to hear His angels sing. 
And all the house was wrapped in slumber. 

On Christmas Morn the widow rose early to 
prepare the breakfast for her departing guest and 
as they ate, and the child with shining eyes gazed 
at the simple toys and gifts which the little Jesus 
had left in his shoes on the hearth-stone, the 
mother recounted to the guest the marvellous story 
of the midnight music. 

The repast finished, the three left the cottage 
together—the old man to resume his journey, 
mother and child to take their way to the church 
where they would find the Infant Child in His 
crib. Hosts and guest bade each other farewell, 
the child turning again to wave his hand to the 
gentle stranger who spoke so softly and smiled so 
sweetly. As he walked slowly on his solitary way, 
the old man drew from his pocket a flute. Pressing 
its smooth surface against his withered cheek he 
murmured with a melancholy smile, “Ah, my flute, 
when we were young, we two, did we not dream 
indeed of making music for the angels!” 


“Ghe Fruits of a Pine 


An Adventure in Christmas Shopping 


By Ricuarp A. RoBERTS 


HRISTMAS was less than a week away. 

Repeated snow flurries were pretty sure 
signs of a regular snow-bound Christmas. Jimmie 
Mulhern was glad. Without an abundance of 
snow, Christmas seemed to him to be much like 
plain December 25th. As he turned each page of 
Dickens, he glanced eagerly cloudwards. ‘Was 
that snow? Or was he seeing things?” He turned 
Dickens face downward on the chair and went to 
the front door to make sure. 

“It’s snow, alright, mother!” and Jimmie ran 
into the kitchen where his mother was preparing 
dinner. ‘‘We’ll have a real Christmas if this keeps 
up!” he said excitedly. “Look at it come down 
now!’ 

“Yes, dear,” said his mother, smiling. “I’m glad 
you have your wish. But it’s going to be a cold 
week of it, Jimmie.” 

“Oh, we should worry, so long as we have snow. 
Mother, when will you buy the tree? 

Mrs. Mulhern sat down. “Jimmie dear, would 
you mind awfully if you didn’t have a tree this 
year?” His mother was reluctant to suggest it, 
because she was so loathe to disappoint him. 
Jimmie sensed that at a glance. 

“Why, mother?” he asked, haltingly. 

“Well, darling, this season trees are very expen- 
sive. I priced them yesterday. And”—she 
managed to say it evenly—‘“you know papa isn’t 
working.” 

“Yes, mother, I know. I won’t mind, so don’t 
you, either.” 

“You're as good as gold, Jimmie,” said his 
mother, wistfully. Jimmie smiled and went back 
to his book. He wanted to get away. He feared 
he might give in to his feelings. He was eleven 
now; he figured that he was too old to cry over a 
Christmas tree, but he could not help swallowing a 
lump that arose in his throat. For days he had been 
dreaming of the coming Christmas with all its 
joys, trying to guess this detail and that. But 
he hadn’t counted on this. Dickens had become 
quite a chum of his. How much like himself he had 
found him! Dickens had the right idea of a 
merry Christmas. “Well,” and he heaved a deep 
sigh, “I mustn’t let on to mother that I mind so 
much.” And the tears came to his eyes, as he 
thought, “I guess papa don’t matter so much.” 

Mr. Mulhern was a good-hearted man, but en- 
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grossed in his ‘firewater traffic.’ When business 
hummed, he was honestly open-handed, but his 
income was irregular. And sad to say, Mr. Mul- 
hern was his own best customer. To the Christmas 
holidays he looked forward as a red-letter week. 
Since Advent began, Jimmie had been praying 
every night that his father would be good to mother 
and him, and not too good to himself. 

Jimmie lived last Christmas over again. “Why 
couldn’t this Christmas be as happy?” And then— 
“I know what I'll do! T’ll surprise ’em all!” He 
was thinking fast; he sketched his plan over and 
over again. ‘“‘A good excuse,” he thought, as he 
watched the swirling clouds of snow. During din- 
ner he was in high spirits. His mother felt relieved. 

“What are you going to do after dinner, 
son?” 

“Out in the snow,’ 
lowings of cake. 

“Well, wrap up warm, and don’t catch cold. 
And don’t be gone too long.” 


’ 


said Jimmie, between swal- 


ERY SOON he was ready. “All set, mother. I 

won’t be too long. Good-bye for a while.” He 
kissed her, and went out. His mother would have 
been nonplussed had she seen him a minute later, 
come up from the cellar and start off up street, 
with an axe under his arm. Several who met him 
smiled. A druggist, on his way back to the store, 
hailed him from the opposite sidewalk. 

“Ho Jimmie! You won’t need the axe yet a 
while! Where’s your shovel? Jimmie smiled 
mysteriously, then kept trudging along. The side- 
walks became rough, the houses fewer. Finally 
the sidewalk and roadway merged, and Jimmie was 
beyond the outskirts of the town. The snow 
deepened surprisingly fast; the wind blew sharply. 
He shifted the axe to the other arm, stirred up 
his determination and kept hiking, with set lips 
and eyes blinking. 

It was not long before the wood prevailed and 
stretched for miles on either side of the snow 
driven road. Jimmie stopped and peered among 
the pines on his left. He picked his way carefully 
and was soon a good hundred feet from the road. 
He leaned his axe against a pine and stood, inspec- 
ting tree after tree. One, of fair height, thickly 
branched and not too heavy at the base, decided 
him. He cleared away the snow from one side of 
the trunk and then began to chop. The woods 
echoed the ‘thud, thud’ of his blows. As often as 
not, the unwieldly tool turned in his gloved hands 
and struck flat. Though panting, he kept at it; 
pleasant excitement lent him strength. Another 
half dozen swings and he paused, in eager antici- 
pation of the final cut that would fell his prize. 
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He leaned against the tree to rest and get his 
breath. Now he felt comfortably warm from his 
exertions. But lo! his weight finished the work. 
The tree snapped. It tilted slowly, then fell 
swiftly. Jimmie had stepped aside, but not far 
enough. The lower branch swept his chest as the 
tree crashed to the ground. It was not heavy, but 
the suddenness of the impact caused Jimmie to lose 
his footing. He fell backward and stepped into a 
hollow whose edge was concealed by the snow. 
It was a deep rift, and to his dismay and fright, he 
rolled over and over and down. When he felt 
solid ground beneath him, he was vaguely conscious 
that his foot was caught in something. For a 
moment he gazed about, open-mouthed. There he 
was, stretched on his side, up to his waist in snow- 
drift, his foot pinned under—? He scooped the 
snow aside and found it—a large and jagged 
boulder. How his foot got caught in there was a 
mystery to him, for he could not get it out, twist 
how he would. He shifted from one position to 
another, but in vain. He was_ thoroughly 
frightened now. It had stopped snowing, but he 
was wet through and the cold was unbearable. His 
hands were aching, his imprisoned foot was numb. 
And, worst of all, it was not as lightsome as it had 
been. He pulled off one wet glove and with swollen 
fingers began to unlace his shoe. He then worked 
his foot free, but the shoe was still under the rock. 
And oh! it was cold in stocking feet, especially a 
wet stocking. Unexpectedly the shoe came out. 
Jimmie’s sentiment of relief was still secondary to 
the alarm that clutched at his heart. He must have 
been down in the hollow for twenty minutes or 
more, and it was growing colder and darker every 
minute! Mechanically he pulled his shoe on. He 
tried to stand up, but was too weak and stiff. 
He would wait another minute and rest.. ,. 


IMMIE opened his eyes slowly. He felt tired 
but cozy. A white ceiling was above him 
and a white coverlet stretched from under his chin 
to the foot of his bed. He turned his head. A man 
in a white coat was standing beside him. 
“Where am I? You're a doctor, aren’t you?” 
“Yes, little man, I am a doctor. And you don’t 
know how fortunate you are to be here in a hospital 
instead of out in Tuttle Woods in a snowbank. 
Do you remember anything about that?” 
“Ves, doctor, and—where’s mother? 
mother know I’m safe?” 
“Yes, your mother was just here.” 
“And does my father know about it, too?” 
“Yes, sonny, he was here, too. Now, if you can 
sleep again, try to. We want to make you well for 
Christmas.” As the doctor turned to go, Jimmie 
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said to him, “Doctor, did they bring the tree, 
too?” 

“Yes, my little snowman, the tree is in your 
yard, waiting for you. And I notified Santa Claus 
that the tree came, after all. So, sleep away now 
and get rested.” The doctor was anxious to get 
away, lest his patient ask him too many questions. 
True it was that the boy’s father had been there. 
But, when the doctor noticed Mr. Mulhern’s un- 
steady walk, and halting speech, and the tell-tale 
aroma, he was thoroughly angry. “For shame, 
sir!” he said, “you’re not fit to see your little 
boy! Send his mother up here.” 


NSTEAD Of riling the man, the doctor’s words 

nearly broke his heart. “Not fit to see his little 
boy!” He started for home, considerably sobered. 
On the way he met one of the curates of the 
parish, who inquired after ‘Sunny Jim.’ His father 
told the priest how he had been turned away, and 
what the doctor had said to him. The priest saw 
that Mr. Mulhern was much affected by his boy’s 
condition and his own disgrace. 

“Well, Mr. Mulhern,” he said, “it’s true, isn’t 
it? Why not quit the stuff for the sake of your 
little boy and his mother? And you want to be fit 
to meet the Divine Child in a few days, too. Don’t 
you?” The priest pressed his hand encouragingly, 
and Mr. Mulhern continued on his way home. His 
wife met him at the door and he told her of his 
rebuff at the hospital. Mrs. Mulhern was too sur- 
prised at his tone of remorse to say anything. In 
a moment she was on her way. 

Alone, Mr. Mulhern sat at the kitchen table. 
“Not fit to see my little boy! Not fit to visit the 
Crib, either! And Communion!” He shook his 
head bitterly. With a thud his fist struck the 
table. “My God!” he said tensely, “I swear I'll 
quit and quit for keeps! I will be fit for Christ- 
mas!” 

Christmas morning, the snow fell afresh, the 
church bells pealed, the feast was on. The door 
of Jimmie’s room opened; the doctor entered and 
after him, Mr. Mulhern. Like a flash, Jimmie was 
out of bed and flung his arms around his father’s 
neck. 

“And now, sonny, get dressed and hurry up 
home. Your mother is at the window watching for 
you,” said the doctor. 

“Yes, Jimmie, mother must be home by this 
time. We went to Communion together,—for you, 
Jimmie. I came down here alone on account of 
the snow.” 

Jimmie tried to whistle in amazement, but his 
lips quivered. His papa had never been so dif- 
ferent before! 


“Working “Ghrough Gollege 
By W. E. E. HAWKEN 


T 1s possible for a man to work his way through 
L college, although he possesses no money, pro- 
vided he has nerve, ambition and energy. The 
average college group of today is not wealthy, but 
poor and cosmopolitan. 

A man should not work his way through college 
unless he must, but if he must he can support him- 
self, however. A youth eighteen years old will re- 
quire to carry about fifteen hours of scholastic work, 
and may have to curtail his sleeping hours and live 
up to a carefully organized program of life to ensure 
success. 

A very capable youth can obtain good employ- 
ment in athletics, positions like managerships of 
clubs, or similar positions in oratory, debate and 
dramatics. Subjects like these develop personality 
and self-reliance. 

Working one’s way through college gives a prac- 
tical business training, which emphasizes the need 
of punctuality, regularity, honesty and courtesy. 
It also develops a knowledge of spending money 
wisely, and an inclination to thrift, besides culti- 
vating foresight in selecting positions and foster- 
ing efficient and regular personal habits. 

The student about to work his way through col- 
lege will naturally wonder what is the best way to 
do it in order to succeed. Firstly, he must take 
whatever he can get. He should choose however, 
what he can do, and do best, in accepting a post. 
He must remember that frequently the best jobs 
have been filled by upper classmen of the previous 
year. He should primarily work for his board, 
choosing work of a kind which will allow him ample 
time to follow his scholastic course, remembering 
that agriculture and engraving require more time 
in class than courses in the liberal arts, commerce, 
science, etc. 

There are an almost infinite number of jobs for 
freshmen who have the necessary pluck and stamina 
to undertake them. Men working their way through 
college have in the past attempted one or other of 
the occupations listed below any of which could 
easily be tried again and made to result in success. 
Waiter in restaurant, boarding house, or club; 
kitchenman, cook’s assistant or dishwasher. In 
these latter jobs one hour’s work is required for 
each meal, and three hours a day for complete 
board. Working for food is estimated at the rate 
of 65c to 80c per hour. A college man can also 
act as a manager or commissary of a boarding club, 
his duties being to solicit members and collect dues 
or fees. 
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It should be noted that a freshman can always 
work for his food or his room or both. Many have 
filled the following réles: : 

Furnace man to fire and attend one or more 
furnaces; floor waxer; window washer and general 
cleaner (35c to 50c per hour); houseman to make 
beds and empty waste paper baskets; mower and 
reaper; deliverer of papers; collector for laundries; 
student janitor; student clerk; sandwich salesman; 
pie salesman; apple salesman; candy salesman; 
butter agent; groceries agent; coffee agent; meats 
agent; fruit agent; furniture polish agent; floor wax 
agent; salesman of aluminum ware; salesman of 
brushes and soap; clothes salesman; neckties sales- 
man; belts salesman; handkerchief and scarf sales- 
man; Christmas tree salesman; Christmas card 
salesman; also as salesmen of dance programs; 
novelties; fraternity jewelry; crested stationery; 
sporting goods; golf clubs; golf balls; insurance 
policies; clothes pressing tickets; and space on foot- 
ball buses. 

College men working their way through have also 
acted as typists; bookkeepers; laboratory assistants; 
art models; design models; carpenters; stenogra- 
phers; mimeograph operators; barbers; painters; pie 
makers; sign painters; showcard painters; engra- 
vers; linotype operators; printers helpers; golfers; 
musicians, either piano or violin; bee-keepers; 
chauffeurs; house decorators; dancing school in- 
structors; taxicab drivers; preachers in small 
country churches; dairy workers; coal miners; 
policemen; deputy sheriffs; clothes pressers; truck 
drivers; wood carvers; ivory carvers; engineers 
helpers in machine shops; ambulance drivers; under- 
takers helpers; and, lastly, grave-diggers. 

Where there exists the will to work through 
college, there can always be found the way. 


Little Jimmy 
By Fenc Tv. 


ITTLE Jimmy had been reading Tue Sicn and 


wondering what it was like to be in China. 


He was only six years old and spelling out words 
made him sleepy. 

His brother had told him all about the Bobby 
Mite Box. Jimmy decided to write for one. (You 
had to draw lines on the envelope if you wanted the 
address to be straight.) 

A mite box when filled with money was a very 
good thing for a missionary. He could buy bowls 
of rice with it for Chinese tiny tots. 

When they had eaten they would be happy, and 
when they were happy they would sit still while the 
missionary told them stories about God and Heaven 


and the saints. 

Little Jimmy was thinking about all this as he sat 
on the grass in the garden. 

Suddenly he was lifted right off his feet. Some- 
thing like a hook had hitched itself inside his belt 
at the back. 

Up, up, he went higher and higher. It made 
him feel dizzy at first, but he soon got used to it. 
His chief feeling was one of surprise. 

When he got a glimpse of what was hooking him 
up in the air, he discovered it was an enormous bird 
like the pictures of eagles he had seen in books. 

“Where am I? Where am I?” he called out in 
wonder. Then a strange thing happened. The bird 
spoke, actually SPOKE to him. The bird seemed 
to have a Brooklyn accent. Jimmy had an aunt 
living in Flatbush Avenue and she spoke like that. 
Maybe the bird hailed from there. 

“Keep cool, Jimmy,” said the bird, “no need to 
be afraid. We're going to China. You've often 
wondered what it was like in China, haven’t you? 
We’re going there. I wont let you fall.” 

Jimmy felt more comfortable when he heard this. 
It would be nice to see China. Everything would 


be all right. The bird had promised not to let him 
fall. 


On, on they went, over fields and towns and large 


cities, then over the tops of giant mountains, and 
across valleys, over lakes and rivers, and across a 
wide ocean. It was just wonderful, wonderful. 

At last they reached China and the bird flew 
down with Jimmy towards a little crowd sitting in a 
valley. Jimmy stood on solid ground again. 

The bird flew into a tree near by to take a 
rest. Jimmy walked up to the little group. 

They were all little Chinese children, and in the - 
centre of them was a Passionist missionary. Jimmy 
recognised the long black cloak and the black badge, 
and the tall biretta which looked like a black crown. 
The missionary was telling the children he would 
be able to buy them some more rice now, as friends 
in America had sent him more money. They had 
filled up mite boxes with spare nickels and dimes 
for the tiny tots in China and so everybody would 
have something to eat. 

The little boys and girls cheered and laughed 
and clapped their hands, and the missionary laughed 
and was happy too. 

Jimmy felt quite happy too, and was just about 
to shout to the missionary “I’m going to fill up a 
mite box, too!’”—when he awoke. 

Jimmy had been sleeping. 

Juniors, you are not sleeping, are you? No, I 
thought not. You will send for a mite-box right 
now, won’t you? God will bless you. 
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Passsionist Chinese Mission Society 


MEMBERS OF THIS SOCIETY ARE ENROLLED AS PERPETUAL 
BENEFACTORS OF THE PASSIONIST MISSIONARIES IN CHINA, 
AND PARTICIPATE IN THE FOLLOWING SPIRITUAL BENEFITS: 


CANON NON NCL CAIN 





ws 


: a eee One Holy Mass every day of the year; a High 
While Living: Mass in every Passionist Monastery throughout 
the world on these Feasts: 





Jan. 1, The Circumcision Aug. 25, St. Bartholemew 
Jan. —, Holy Name of Jesus Sept. 8, Nativity of Mary 
Feb. 2, Purification of Mary Sept, 22, St. Matthew 
Feb. 22, St. Matthias Oct. 28, Sts. Simon and Jude 
May 1, Sts. Philip and James Nov. 30, St. Andrew 
May 3, Finding of the Holy Dec. 21, St. Thomas 
Cross Dec. 26, St. Stephen 
July 25, St. James Dec. 28, St. John, Evangelist 


r One Holy Mass on every day of the year; in every 
After Death: Passionist Monastery in the world, Holy Mass 
and the Divine Office for the Dead on the first day of every month, and High 
Mass of Requiem with Funeral Rites and Divine Office for the Dead within 
the Octave of All Souls’ Day. 
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. Both the Living and the Dead Benefactors share in the 
Furthermore: Special Prayers recited every day by all Passionist 
Communities. In particular, they share in all the Masses, Prayers and 
Good Works of the Passionist Missionaries in China. 
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Perpetual Membership in the Passionist Chinese Mission Society is given in 
consideration of a LIFE SUBSCRIPTION to THE SIGN, the Official 
Organ of the Passionist Missions in China. Both the Living and the 
Dead may be enrolled: as Perpetual Benefactors. The price of a Life 
Subscription is $50.00, Jt may be paid on the installment plan in amounts - 
to suit your own convenience. 
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PLEASE WRITE TO: 


The Passionist Missionaries 
Care of THE SIGN 


Union City New Jersey 
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“Che Latest from Paotsing 


Reds 


HERE has been much fight- 
© ing around Hankow. On 

the night of September 6, 
shells fell near the Passionist Pro- 
curation there and for a time 
threatened to destroy our build- 
ing. Father Raphael Vance, C. P., 
has been there for a short time 
trying to get a little rest after the 
trying times through which he 
passed at this Mission last 
Spring. 

Rice has been harvested but 
the crop was not nearly as good 
as was hoped. A large part of the 
rice crops were destroyed by a 
certain bug well known to rice 
growers. Corn and the sweet 
potato crops were good. So we 
have something for which 
to be thankful. 

The Bolshevik army of 
Canton seems to be mak- 
ing a Clean sweep of every- 
thing. They are bitterly 
opposed to Christianity 
and threaten to destroy it 
wherever they gain control. 
They are daily spreading 
their propaganda on the 
public streets. They are 
striving to convince the 
people that the Catholic 
Church and the Protestant 
Christians are bringing evil 
\» the country. One large 
poster which I recently saw 
displayed along the high- 


Plots and Moscow Propaganda 


By ANTHONY MALONEY, C. P. 


way depicted a foreigner, sup- 
posedly a missionary: a China- 
man is shown with a rope around 
his neck and tied to a huge cross: 
the foreigner holds an uplifted 
sword as though about to slay the 
Chinaman: in the background is 
shown a Cantonese soldier advanc- 
ing with fixed bayonet, acting the 
role of the deliverer. 

Recently I received a copy of 
a letter sent by the Roman Catho- 
lic Bishop of Hengchow, a city of 
southern Hunan. Bishop Mon- 
daini writes as follows: 

“If you are suffering many 
hardships at the hands of the 


A FORTUNATE TOT HAPPILY HOUSED AND FED 
305 


soldiers in Shenchow, here in 
Hengchow they are altogether 
intolerable. We are daily insulted 
and thwarted by these Cantonese 
soldiers of the Red Army. Every- 
where they are occupying our 
churches and houses. Seven of 
my most important foundations 
were seized and occupied by these 
degenerate soldiers for periods of 
varying duration. Some are still 
held. This has continued for over 
a month. 

“Even this, my own residence, 
has been frequently commandeered 
sometimes for two, sometimes for 
three, and twice for ten days at a 
time. On each occasion it was by 
different transient corps of troops. 
In order to save the 
Church at least from pro- 
fanation it was necessary 
for me to cede to them the 
entire lower floor of my 
house including the refect- 
ory, and also the boys’ and 
girls’ school rooms. Even 
the granary had to be given 
them lest worse happen to 
us. 

“These soldiers are fiends 
incarnate. They do not 
even show us the respect 
due common humanity, 
much less consideration of 
any kind. Our church has 
been closed. The Christians 
dare not approach this 





A TYPICAL BEGGAR 


sacred edifice without risking 
derision, threats and even death. 

“The proposal of these soldiers 
is outrageous. If they are victori- 
ous they intend to seize all the 
Missions and appropriate all our 
property. If they are defeated 
they threaten to destroy all the 
Missions and kill all the mission- 
aries. This latter they have actu- 
ally done in Kwantung! 

“For the first time in a month 
we have been free of soldiers in 
this house since yesterday but we 
expect them again tomorrow or 
the day after. The Dictator of 
Kwantung passed through here 
yesterday en route to Changsha. 
He has expressed his desire that 
the soldiers occupy the churches 
and Missions in preference to the 
Temples and public places. He 
has some Russians acting as his 
counsellors. Each division of his 
army is likewise counselled by 
Russians. 

“What good can we hope for 
from these tribulations? The 
times are evil and we must multi- 
ply our prayers to God that He 
may not suffer the gates of hell 
to prevail against His Church.” 

Thanks be to God we have been 
spared from such persecution so 
far. But Bishop Mondaini is 
stationed just to the southwest of 
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our province and these Cantonese 
Red troops are already on our 
frontier. Our turn may not be 
far away. 

After these soldiers have been 
in a house a few days a pig-pen 
is clean in comparison! This 
Canton army is everywhere stir- 
ring up trouble for England. It 
may yet end by England sending 
an army here to teach these Reds 
a lesson in good behavior and 
decency. 

We earnestly beg the prayers 
of all, that God spare us and the 
poor Christians here with us. I 
wish to thank all those who so 
generously sent me donations for 











Subscribe! 


Where there is a will 
there is a way. If you 
cannot send us a donation 
for the Missions tn China, 
send us a new subscription 
to The Sign. Every sub- 
scription to The Sign is a 
real help to the Missions. 
You can become a real 
Apostle of the Missions by 
securing subscriptions to 
The Sign. Will you do 
this act of zeal to-day? 
Ask your friends and ac- 
quaintances to subscribe. 

















Famine Relief and I assure them 
that much has been done to allevi- 
ate the suffering here. This Mis- 
sion which was burned down last 
May is rapidly progressing with 
the erection of a new building. 
Father Raphael Vance, C. P., who 
is the superior at this Mission, 
being absent at this time, cannot 
join me in thanking the thousands 
of friends who hastened to our aid 
by contributing to our new build- 
ing fund. I know that he is deep- 
ly grateful for all this kindness 
and that those friends who have 
not as yet received a personal 
letter of thanks will surely hear 
from him just as soon as he re- 
turns to Paotsing. May God bless 
all our benefactors. 
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Japan 
Seen and Heard 


By SISTER FLORENCE 


HE SISTERS of St. Joseph 
and their many friends are 
no doubt eagerly awaiting 

some word from us. Just at pres- 
ent we are leaving the Inland Sea 
and entering the Yellow Sea. We 
are still enjoying the comforts of 
the S. S. President Wilson. All 
the members of our party are well 
and happy. We have been shown 
most considerate attention by all 
on board. In fact we have had 
one long enjoyable day ever since 
we boarded this steamer. 

When we reached Japan we de- 
cided to disembark and see a little 
of the country. We reached port 
shortly past noonday and looked 
forward to leaving the vessel for 
the afternoon. But by the time 
we underwent the Government in- 
spection and had our passport 
duly viseed the evening closed 
upon us and our sightseeinghad to 
be postponed. We remained on 
board that night but not to sleep. 
All night long the banging of 
boxes and crates, the noise of 
loading and unloading continued 
without cessation. The result was 
that we welcomed daylight. 


OLD BUT STILL ON THE ROAD 
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A HUMAN FERRY 


Early the next day we put foot 
upon dry land and immediately 
set out to do some shopping at the 
Mission in Yokohama. We had 
dinner with the Sisters of St. 
Maur, who conduct a large grade 
and high school and a boarding 
school for foreign children. 

It was very interesting to listen 
to the Sisters tell of their experi- 
ences during the earthquake of 
1924. During this great catas- 
trophe they suffered severely. All 
their buildings collapsed. Seven 
of the good Sisters were pinned 
beneath the ruins. All seven were 
burned to death when fire followed 
the quake. There were only 
twelve Sisters attached to the 
Mission. The Brothers of Mary 
had hard work to save the five 
survivors and some of the little 
rphans. Over twenty orphans 
were killed by the falling building 
1 burned to death. 

Tuesday we reached Tokyo. 
Here we were the guests of the 
Sisters of the Sacred Heart. These 
Sisters also had interesting des- 
criptions of their experiences dur- 
ing the earthquake. They, too, 
had lost all their buildings. Every- 
thing had collapsed, but not a life 
vas lost. At the time of the dis- 


ister the Sisters were assembled 
in chapel before the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. Just as the first tremors 
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shook the building, the Blessed 
Sacrament was exposed. The 
Mother Superior immediately took 
the Blessed Sacrament and stag- 
gered from the crashing building. 
With the other Sisters following 
as best they could, she reached 
the top of a field. There she 
placed the Ostensorium upon a 
box. Immediately 7% knelt in 
prayer beseeching God to spare 
the ruins from fire. Their prayers 
were answered. All the old lum- 
ber was used in rebuilding the 
present residence. For fifteen 
days and nights, although it was 
the rainy season of the year, these 
Sisters had to remain out on the 








| Renew! 


Another way of helping 
Christ’s Cause in China is 
by renewing your own 
subscription promptly. If 
all our subscribers would 
answer our first letter noti- 
fying them of the expira- 
tion of their subscription 
thousa’:ds of dollars now 
spent for postage and 
printing could be given to 
the Missions. Do not put 
off until tomorrow what 
can be done today. Renew 
your subscription now. 























field, the Blessed Sacrament al- 
ways with them. 

Our worst impressions of Japan 
were gathered the evening we 
travelled by train from Kyoto to 
Kobe. The train was stuffy, the 
windows all tightly closed. The 
Japanese made themselves quite 
at home by removing their shoes, 
and smoking cigarettes that 
smelled like anything but incense! 

We again boarded the S. °S. 
President Wilson at Kobe. As 
we sailed along today the scenery 
was, to me, the most beautiful I 
have witnessed during the entire 
voyage. Sail-boats by the score 
passed us. The clear atmosphere 
and the bright sun brought the 
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distant mountains close to us ih 
all their stately grandeur. 

Our next stop was Shanghai. 
We decided that we must spend a 
few weeks there owing to the 
dangers besetting our path from 
here to Hankow. When we an- 
chored there Father Paul Ubinger, 
C. P., and Father Quentin Olwell, 
C. P., were on hand to welcome us 
to China. These two Passionist 
Fathers have spent sometime in 
China and understand conditions 
here. They find it equally impos- 
sible to return to their Missions. 

We are all anxious to reach the 
scene of our future home at the 
earliest possible moment. With 
the aid of the prayers of our many 
friends, please God it will not be 
long before we begin to take our 
part in the Foreign Mission Vine- 
yard of the Lord. 

* * * 

Epitor’s Note: Later reports 
received from our latest band of 
Missionaries to China inform us 
that after a prolonged stay at 
Shanghai they decided to make a 
try for Hankow. They succeeded 
in reaching the Passionist Pro- 
curation in Hankow and after a 
short stay set out for the Mission 
Headquarters in Shenchow. All 
were still well and happy and had 
reached Changsha. We hope to 


have the interesting story of these 
travels very soon. 





ay 
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FAMINE VICTIM LATER REMOVED TO OUR LAZARETTO WHERE HE DIED. 


A" THIS writing it is impossi- 
able to know what is going 
on in other parts of our Mission 
district. Much less do we know 
what is happening in our Procura- 
tion in Hankow. Telegraphic 
communications are cut between 
this place and Hankow; our mails 
are long delayed, if indeed we 
really get all of it; travel is almost 
out of the question. I have not 
the slightest idea of what has been 
going on in Hankow during the 
last twenty days. Ihave no means 
of knowing just where the new 
band with the Sisters is situated. 

Several of the Fathers have 
been in Hankow for sometime. 
This much I know: that from the 
first to the tenth day of this month 
(September) they witnessed har- 
rowing scenes enough God knows. 
They were in no little danger 
themselves. 

For all practical purposes Shen- 
chow is, at present, further from 
Hankow than New York is from 
Rome. The political and military 
situation here is so uncertain that 
by the time a letter can reach 
Hankow and an answer return 
conditions may have completely 
changed. 

So far we have not been molest- 
ed. Reports from several stations 
say that the anti-foreign spirit is 
making itself felt. Propaganda 
is being disseminated and posters 
are displayed depicting the 
southern (Red) soldier as a liber- 
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Shenchow 


Side Lights and 
Red Glare 


By CuTHBERT O’GarA, C. P. 


ator of the people from the slavery 
of the foreigner, Protestant and 
Catholic. There are huge brigades 
of banditsboth up and down river. 
The roads are impassable. For 
instance Father Theophane has 
been with us for some months. 
He came here for a rest and 
medical treatment. It is now im- 
possible for him to return to his 
own Mission. The road by land 
and by water is absolutely block- 
ed. Fathers Ernest and Godfrey 
are also here. They are waiting 
for a convoy which for months 
has been on its way from Chang- 
teh. The two Fathers intended to 
join this convoy in going up river. 
Who can say when it will arrive? 
This convoy is held up several 
days’ journey down stream. There 
are many boxes of our supplies 
aboard the boats. 

Last Thursday a party of Prot- 
estants on their way up from 
Changteh were making an attempt 
to catch up with the convoy when 
they were held up and robbed. 
Three of their party, a minister 
and two female evangelists, all 
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Americans, were taken into the 
hills as captives. On Sunday the 
head of the Lutheran Mission in 
Shenchow and their physician 
called here and told us the start- 
ling news. This incident would 
have had sufficient interest for us 
at any time. With the four Sisters 
of St. Joseph and the four Fathers 
with the Monsignor on their way 
here, this incident takes on a very 
serious aspect. 

I do not know just what the 
Monsignor plans with regard to 
the journey of the new arrivals. 
I have, as remarked before, little 
or no information about conditions 
between Hankow and Changteh. 
I do know that the road between 
here and Changteh is impassable. 
I have tried to communicate with 
the Monsignor but whether or not 
I have succeeded in reaching him 
I do not know. I trust my warn- 
ings reach him in time. 

The plight of three of our ex- 
perienced missionary Fathers now 
in Hankow gives us grave worry. 
Fathers Raphael, Paul and Quen- 
tin are badly needed in their own 
Missions. But how they will ever 
succeed in returning I could not 
even venture an opinion. One can 
no more forecast conditions in 
China than one can predict the 
weather here. The one is as un- 
certain as the other. Today is 
only September 29, yet the air is 
miserably cold. It is just as like- 
ly as not that tomorrow I shall 
have to use my sun-helmet. So 
too with the political barometer. 
It is forever going up and down. 

When my own band came from 
Hankow to Shenchow two years 
ago we arrived here in record time. 
There was not a hitch. We had 
hardly arrived when everything 
changed. The district was over- 
run by invading armies and mar- 
auding bandits. Later when the 
Sisters of Charity came over the 
same route from Hankow to Shen- 
chow it took them as many months 
as we travelled days. God alone 
knows when the Sisters of St. 
Joseph might reach here. 

Father Anthony, I believe, tells 
about Bishop Mondaini’s letter. 
Bishop Mondaini is the Vicar 
Apostolic of Hengchow. His 

















Vicariate adjoins our prefecture 


on the southeast. The capital of 
this Province of Hunan is situated 
in his Vicariate. The route taken 
by the Cantonese in their recent 
drive on Wuchang lay through 
Bishop Mondaini’s district. The 
point of his letter lies in the fact 
that the territory is so close to 
our own and that the Kweichow 
troops, who are now in control of 
our entire district, are allies of the 
Cantonese Reds. The Kweichow 
troops have joined hands with the 
Reds in their drive on to Hankow. 

So far we have been able to live 
on pretty good terms with the 
Generals and the men. I have , ne 
out of my way to be nice to our 
resident General because I have 
an eye on the up-coming journey 
of the new band of Sisters and 
priests. If the southerners are 
defeated and this mob must re- 
treaat—May God protect us! 

I cannot close this without at 
least a few words of heartfelt 
thanks to our good benefactors 
who have sent me their donations 
for the famine-stricken. I have 
striven to do all that was possible 
with the money sent us. God alone 
knows the great charity that has 
been made possible through the 
generosity of our American 
friends. May He bless, those 
who have helped to feed these 
poor people in Shenchow. 


Friendships 


Friendship is an oddity in life. 
We meet someone, chat for a time, 
exchange our ideas and we count 
a new friend. At any rate that is 
what the average man and woman 
would call a friendship. 

“A friend in need is a friend 

indeed!”” The Passionist ~Mis- 
sionartes are the friend in need. 
How many of our readers will be 
the friend indeed? The Passionist 
Missionaries are Christ’s friends. 
To befriend them is to befriend 
Christ Himself. There are souls 
n China whose salvation depends 
upon your friendship with Christ 
nd His representatives. Are you 
a friend of Christ? Christ deigns 
‘o need your help in preaching 
Hts Sacred Passion to the pagans 
f China. Do not forsake Him 
n His need. Friendship is an od- 
dity in life. Is Christ an acquain- 
tance of yours or a true Friend? 
Surely you will help Him! 
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Lungshan 


The Grimson Menace 


By CoNnsTANTINE LEECH, C. P. 


HE WAR scourge of China 
© has followed us to Lung- 

shan. The Church had just 
been started when Tsen, the 
general of Paotsing, was driven 
out of his city by troops of another 
Province. He fied to Lungshan 
and is now here with his army. 
At present there is an ominous 












































































































































FATHER ANTHONY MALONEY, C. P. RETURNS TO His 
MISSION AFTER A TIRESOME J 


quiet with all kinds of disturbing 
rumors. Some say that the enemy 
will follow him here and that open 
hostilities will begin at almost any 
minute. If they come here they 
must either make a stand here or 


retreat into the Province of 
Hupeh. Reports have it that the 
Hupeh troops will not permit this 
army to cross the provincial 
frontiers. 

As a matter of fact, troops from 
Hupeh have come here to protect 
this city from attack and to re- 
pulse an invasion of Hupeh by the 
Red troops from the South. But 
one never knows where to place 
confidence. Should the enemy ad- 
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SOME FAMINE VICTIMS 


vance it might well be that the 
Hupeh troops will join hands with 
them and loot the city. How it 
will all end it is impossible to say. 

Thanks be to God the Church 
in these parts has so far escaped 
annoyance owing to its policy to 
mind its own business and not 
meddle in political affairs. Now 
we are on the best of terms with 
all the Generals. 

We are hoping and trusting in 
Divine Providence to protect us 
in the event of a battle here. This 
city is on a hill and it is walled in 
on all sides. It is, therefore, an 
ideal place for an army to hold in 
the event of a siege. The outlook 
is that if the other. troops advance 
as far as Lungshan, the troops 
here now will remain and fight it 
out. Lungshan promises to be in 
for some hard times. 

As I remarked in a former let- 
ter, the Lungshan Mission is a 
recent foundation. The city is a 
little smaller than the city of 
Shenchowfu and is three days’ 
mule-riding from that city. It is 
at the extreme north of our terri- 
tory in Hunan and only four miles 
from the frontiers of the Province 
of Hupeh. This is the first time 
a priest has reached this city and, 
as I remarked before, I am the 
first white man many of the in- 
habitants have ever seen. 

So far I have been making pro- 
gress even though very slowly. 


The people appear to be glad to utmost to give the place the ap- 
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AT OUR LUKI MISSION 


have the Church here. Quite a 
number have already applied for 
admission to our doctrine class. 
Unfortunately many of them give 
me every reason to think that they 
consider having their names en- 
rolled is all that is necessary to 
make them good members of the 
Church. Probably this will be the 
only occasion I shall see many of 
them. 

After a while we hope to get 
them coming to the church regu- 
larly. Every beginning is difficult 
and this beginning is no exception. 
It is God’s own work and we sim- 
ply must succeed. Conditions 
made it necessary for me to take 
a small house a little distance from 
the main street. This, I think, is 
one reason why many-stay away 
from the doctrine classes and more 
do not drop in to ask questions. 
But we had to rent any place 
that was available and thank God 
that -we have a roof over our 
heads. 

We are wretchedly poor. We 
have no such luxury as a school 
and the house we have can hardly 
be called even a poor home. We 
have practically nothing. My bed 
is a door placed on two wooden 
horses. Even these I had to bor- 
row. The altar is likewise a bor- 
rowed door placed on some sort 
of an improvised stand—alse bor- 
rowed. But I am trying to get 


things into shape and striving my 


pearance of a real Mission Station. 
If I only had the money!! I do 
not grow discouraged at the cir- 
cumstances. But I feel sure that 
could some of our wealthy Ameri- 
can Catholics witness the work we 
are doing here and see the accom- 
plishments of the Passionist Fa- 
thers wherever they have founded 
a Station, they would readily help 
us and help us generously. Oh, 
if those who possess this world’s 
goods could only realize what an 
opportunity is theirs! Why build 
monuments that will crumble to 
dust long before the Judgment 
Trumpet sounds when the same 
money could help save souls that 
will live with their benefactors 
forever in the Kingdom of Hea- 
ven! God be praised for the aid 
we have received in the past and 
may God bless those who have 
not failed us. 


Ransom! 


By CuTHBERT O’Gara, C. P. 


AST evening I received the 
IC following letter from the 

Evangelical Church Mis- 
sion in this city:— 


Dear Father Cuthbert, 

Your note of inquiry just receiv- 
ed. We are glad to let you know 
that substantial progress has been 
made. The arrangement now is that 
the captives are to be released one 
by one as a certain sum is placed 
in a given location. The amount to 
be paid is not excessive. 

About noon today the money was 
taken down river per boat. The 
three missionaries should be libera- 
ted soon after the party gets down. 
It will take about two and one half 
days for their return boat to get 
back here. They may be here in 
Shenchow by next Tuesday. It was 
two weeks ago last Thursday, when 
they were captured. 

Thanking vou for your kind sym- 
pathy, I am, 

Yours very truly, 
(Signed) Theodore L. C. Suhr. 


Just what the per capita ran- 
som may be I have not heard as 











yet. I would guess $5000.00. 
The whole city knew yesterday 
that the Protestants were sending 
money down river. Transactions 
like these must be paid in silver 
dollars and the transfer of large 
amounts of money is no little 
burden. Everyone saw the car- 
riers lugging the heavy boxes to 
the river bank and putting two 
and two together quickly surmised 
the reason. There are no secrets 
in China. It will not be long 
before we have all the details. 

The significance of this event 
is this: the success of the bandits 
in collecting the ransom is going 
to make it very hard for all travel- 
lers to come up the Yuan River. 
Naturally after this highly -suc- 
cessful venture the bandits in this 
district will be emboldened to try 
their hand again. It puts a price 
on our own heads. 
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Luki 


cA “Gribute to Shenchow 


Ry WILLiAM WESTHOVEN, C. P. 


T Is mighty difficult to find 

i time in which to write 

about our experiences here 
in China. Since I arrived at this 
Mission in Luki I have had plenty 
to do and the day always seems 
too short in which to do all that 
must be done. 

In ordinary times our moments 
of leisure would be few and far 
between. At present we are not 
passing through ordinary times 
but altogether extraordinary 
times. Famine came to Luki just 
as it came to all our other Mis- 
sions. It left us surrounded with 
dead and dying. It found us with 


a limited supply of rice which we 
frantically tried to make go as 
far as possible in feeding the vic- 
tims of hunger who daily throng- 
ed about the Mission door. 

During the early part of the 
famine I was called to our head- 
quarters in Shenchow and had I 
not been called back to my own 
little portion of the vineyard so 
unexpectedly I had fully intended 
to write from there regarding the 
great work being done. 

If the divinity of the Catholic 
Church’s teaching is to be brought 
home to the people of China, 
surely it is going to be done 
through the power of good ex- 
ample and by Christ-like charity. 
During these heartrending months 
of famine the passersby can daily 
see the untiring efforts of the 
Priests and Sisters in Shenchow. 
On the highways and in the by- 








ward to Christmas with its 

appealing Babe of the Manger. 
Ever stop to think that the character- 
istic pose of the tiny Christ Child ts 
its wee, widespread arms? This pose 
is characteristic of Christ’s whole life. 
Later when they nailed Him to the 
Cross His arms could be stretched no 
wider. This pose symbolizes in the 
Manger what it symbolizes on the 
Cross—the burning love that filled 
His Sacred Heart that would embrace 
the whole world. 

You have known His embrace as 
He came to you in the Sacrament of 
His love. But others, millions of 
them, have never known His appeal- 
ing gesture as a Babe. Much less have 
these millions known of His all-em- 
bracing arms upon the Cross of Re- 
demption. At His crib on Christmas 
you will not forget to beg His bless- 
ing upon our work in China, will 
you? And you really intend to give 
the Christ Child of the Missions a 
present on His birthday, don’t you? 
The Divine Babe will be pleased with 
your humblest offering. 


.Y DOUBT you are looking for- 


























WELL FED BY THE MISSIONARIES 











A CHINESE ‘‘PUSHCART’ ROW. VENDERS ALONG THE STREETS 


ways; through alleys reeking with 
filth and abounding in nauseating 
odors; in hovels of indescribable 
dirtiness; under the white piercing 
rays of the Eastern sun, un- 
daunted and _ untiringly these 
angels of mercy, priests and sisters 
alike, carried on their heroic work 
of the Lord. 

I have seen them bending 
over pitiable specimens of suf- 
fering humanity whom the worms 
and vermin were already disput- 
ing their individual rights to de- 
vour. I have heard them whis- 
pering words of motherly affection 
and paternal encouragement into 
the fast failing ears of the agoni- 
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zing. I have watched them 
allaying the parched throats and 
blistering lips of men and women 
burning with the fever of death. 
I have heard them telling of a 
Crucified God and of His love for 
men. Time and again have I seen 
their hands pouring on willing 
heads the sin effacing waters of 
Baptism. All this and more I 
witnessed during my brief stay in 
our central mission. 

Even now several thousand 
famished men, women and chil- 
dren are daily receiving a gener- 
ous portion of the much coveted 
rice, and numberless works of 
mercy are hourly performed. 


Perhaps, at times, it is hard for 
the poor starving pagans to fully 
understand the terms used in the 
explanation of our holy religion. 
But the Christ-like kindness 
shown them is_ proof-sufficient 
that what is told them is true. 
As a rule, once they have known 
and understood this loyal charity 
they are eager to know more and 
to be washed in the waters of 
Baptism. 

It is far from my intention to 
even insinuate that this same 
work is not being done in all our 
Missions. Unfortunately I never 
get to the other Missions. But 
whether I see it or not I know 
that this same noble work is going 
on in the district of every Pas- 
sionist in China. Glowing ac- 
counts are no longer rare. From 
all sides arise the praise of the 
Passionists in China. 

I feel sure that it will add joy 
to the hearts of the readers of 
The Sign to learn that this work 
is going on chiefly because they 
have been kind to us at all times 
and have never failed us in our 
needs. How happy and satisfied 
would our American benefactors 
be could they see for themselves 
the good effects of their generous 
benefactions. We can never for- 
get thes generous friends. Not a 
day passes without a remem- 
brance of them in our Masses and 
prayers. 


Ne 
xe) 
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QUEEN OF THE APOSTLES, PRAY FOR OUR MISSIONS AND MISSIONARIES. 
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“he Missionary’s Portion 


By Paut, Ustncer, C. P. 


FTER three months of gen- 
A uine recuperation at Kul- 

ing, Kiangsi with the Irish 
Fathers of St. Columban, both 
Father Quentin and I are new 
men. 

We met Monsignor Langen- 
bacher and the new band with the 
Sisters at their arrival at Shanghai 
on September 25. They are all 
safe and happy. And now we are 
on our way to Hankow, hoping 
that we will be able to keep on 
going and get past the ‘Reds’ of 
Canton. These Cantonese Reds 
are fighting all along the line 
stretching from Hankow to Can- 
ton, in Eastern Hunan and in 
Southern Hupeh. I think we 
can get through—I hope we 
succeed. 

I wish I had a gifted pen with 
which to describe some of my ex- 
periences and opinions. There are 
still many ideas and phases of 
our missionary work in China that 
have not been brought home to 
our American friends. A clearer 
knowledge and _ understanding 
would give a better picture of our 
work in the land of bandits and 
Field Marshals. 

At present our fight does not 
seem to be so much against the 
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Would you consider a 

worthwhile investment? 
What about this: “Give, 
and it shall be given unto 
you, pressed down and 
overflowing.” Do you 
know who it ts that is of- 
fering this inducement? 
He who said: “‘Heaven 
and earth shall pass away 
but my word shall not 
pass away.” He knew true 
values. 
..Recently a gentlemen 
sent us a check for a hun- 
dred dollars. In his letter 
he informed us that this 
was an investment. When- 
ever he wanted something 
he made such an invest- 
ment and always received 
at least twice the amount 
of his sacrifice in return. 

A week later we received 
another letter with a 
healthy check. This time 
he was giving in thanks- 
giving. He had narrowly 
escaped death in an auto 
accident. And, as he re- 
marked, his life was worth 
far more than a hundred 
times what he had donated 
to the Missions. 

Give to the Missions. It 
is a good investment. 
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powers of darkness as it is against 
the petty Generals who own half 
the nation at large by means of 
their self-owned and _ self-disci- 
plined robber-troops. But even 
if I had the gift of a writer, which 
I haven’t, it would be impossible 
to give an exact word picture of 
our Missions. Our life amongst 
the Chinese, the work we do, is 
as different from that in the U. 
S. A. as China is distant from the 
States. To understand what it 
means to live night and day, al- 
ways in a mountainous wilderness, 
where Paganism is the religion, 
where Confusionism rather than 
Confucianism seems to be the 
form of military and civil govern- 
ment, where the survival of the 
fittest is the norm of social life, 
where commerce, travel and 
home-life are carried on in the 
same primitive manner as in the 
time of Confucius, where the rain 
rains harder and the sun beats 
hotter, where the cold penetrates 
and the heat suffocates and where 
drought not only parches but 
starves man to death; I say, to 
understand what it means, to live 
and work in a place like this, a 
word picture of it is not enough, 
one simply must experience it 
oneself. 

On the other hand to under- 
stand what it is that attracts us 
to this place and keeps us here, 


THE CHINESE IN COUNTRY DISTRICTS 





one must also experience the joy, 
peace and contentment that is 
ours. The people we have left be- 
hind on the other side of the globe 
simply cannot imagine the peace 
and contentment we enjoy by be- 
coming a real brother to the Chin- 
ese by being Chinese to the Chin- 
ese, by living their life and 
speaking their language and un- 
derstanding them, and lastly, by 
suffering with them. A peace lov- 
ing people they are, driven into 
a state of desperate suffering by 
the chaotic conditions of their 
country. And all this misery is 
mainly the result of strife and 
discord amongst their own mili- 
taristic national leaders, who con- 
tinue to cherish their own selfish 
ambitious, each striving to raise 
more aad more _bandit-soldiers 
who will fight only when there is 
a chance to loot and plunder. 

I say, we enjoy a peace and 
contentment to live with the poor 
mountaineers, farmers in our dis- 
trict, understanding their misery 
and helping them in hundreds of 
ways suggested by the corporal 
and spiritual works of mercy. 
Nobody can realize what the joys 
of our holy religion mean to us 
out in a strange, foreign, pagan 
land. Neither can they under- 
stand the inexplicable happiness 
we have of imparting these same 
joys to God’s own chosen ones 
amongst the natives. What con- 
solation is ours to continue in 
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Gemma’s League 


Gemma’s League is a pious as- 
sociation under the patronage of 
Gemma Galgani, a wonderfully 
holy girl who, we hope, will soon 
be raised to the honors of the 
Altar. In her humble and suffer- 
ing life she carried on a remark- 
able apostolate of prayer. Mem- 
bers of this association offer 
prayers, sacrifices and good works 
for the success of the Passionist 
missions in China. If you wish 
to join the League, please write to 
THE SIGN. 


SPIRITUAL TREASURY 


The following prayers and good 
works were offered for the mis- 
sions in China during October. 


Masses read 3 
Masses _ heard 21,188 
Holy Communions 10,264 
Visits to the Blessed Sacrament 49,191 
Spiritual Communions 161,453 
Benediction Services 7,193 
Sacrifices and Sufferings 127,792 
Stations of the Cross 

Visits to the Crucifix 

Beads of the Five Wounds 

Offerings of P. P. Blood 

Visits to Our Lady 

Rosaries 

Beads of Seven Dolors 

Ejaculatory Prayers 

Hours of Study, Reading 

Hours of Labor 

Acts of Kindness, Charity 

Acts of Zeal 

Prayers, Devotions 

Hours of Silence 

Holy Hours 

Hours of Divine Office 

Litanies 

Various Works 


good health and even to make 
progress though but slowly degree 
by degree, amidst the uncivilized 
primitive surroundings of our new 
permanent home in China. 

Always and without ceasing we 
are at home. This in itself means 
to be happy. The Chinese, their 
philosophy, customs and language 
have had a telling effect upon me. 
I-am beginning to believe that I 
am half Chinese myself. It is a 
great life as long as the Lord 
grants us the health to continue 
the work and the courage to forge 
ahead in spite of numerous hard- 
ships. Thank God, I am now 
recovered after the rest I have 
had in the Kuling Mountains. I 
hope and pray that before the 
readers of The Sign see these 
lines, that I shall have had the 
added happiness of being again 
at my own beloved Mission. 

In the midst of many and 
varied charitable activities so 
much in demand here it is almost 
impossible to answer my many 
friends in the States. Rest assured 
that my heart is still in the same 
place. I appreciate all that my 
American friends are doing to 
help me. As time is given me I 
hope to write those to whom I 
owe letters. But just when that 
will be, I cannot say. Meantime, 
forgive me for my apparent neg- 
lect and pray for me and for the 
success of our work here in my 
new home land of China. 





“Restrain Not Grace From The Dead.” 


(Ect. 7, 39.) 








IN DLY remember 

in your prayers and 
good works the follow- 
ing recently deceased 
relatives and friends of 
our subscribers. 
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TINE 


SISTER SAMUELLA 

SISTER MARIE de ay 

WILLIAM FITZGERALD 
ONEY 


NOR 
WILLIAM C. LYONS 
THOMAS J. DUNN 


MRS. MARY Mc 
[a.m 

WILLIAM COW. 

GENEVIEVE COWAN 


OHN ZEPF 

OHN HANNIGAN 

A. C. LAVERTY 

CATHERINE MAHER 

ELLEN CONLIN 

jo MES P. FITZGIBBONS 

OHN SANDS 

rt gh McAULIFFE 
crit ERT 


MR "RELL 
MRS. HONORA MONA- 


GHAN 
EDWARD MURPHY 
FRANCIS COMEAN 


a A. CULLI- 


THOMAS 

CHARLES ee AUGHLIN 
ROSE LANE 

rs FLANNERY 


LAN 
ELIZABETH CASSIDY 
CHARLES A. JUDGE 
MARY E. BURKE 
ELLEN MILLER 
a MENZIE 
RS. H. J. SPOHR 
JOHN RODDEN 
— Roe rr ty 
any} “eee 


ANNA SCHAUB 


MARGARET MOYLAN 

F. MIMNAGH 

ins GEORGE UNDER- 
ais L 


i atlonde JULIEN - 
JOSEP 


ES S. RYA ANS 
JOHN ROTHENHOEFER 
MRS. PATRICK LAW- 
RENC 


ia A. MORAN 
R. HEYEN 
IDA TYRAS 


AY their souls and 

the souls of all the 
faithful departed, through 
the mercy of God, rest 
in peace. Amen. 
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{ANY BOOK NOTICED HERE CAN BE PROCURED THROUGH “THE SIGN.” ADD 10% OF COST TO PAY POSTAGE.] 


SACRED ELOQUENCE, by Charles Schultz, M. A., 
LL.D. Murphy & Co., Baltimore, Md. Price: $2.00. 


The Professor of Sacred Eloquence at St. Francis’ 
Seminary, Loretto Pa., offers to seminarians an up-to- 
date text-book on pulpit oratory, the study of which 
ought to arouse their zeal to fit themselves to the very 
best of their ability to become worthy heralds of the 
gospel of ‘Christ. There are ten lectures contained 
within the covers of this book. Nine of them are 
devoted to the science of eloquence, that the seminari- 
an may learn its definition, rules, and principles. The 
tenth chapter is given over to analytical sermon plans 
illustrative of the preceeding lectures. The author has 
constant recourse to the sermons and lectures of 
Cardinal Newman. No better model could be selected 


for tyros to bring out the necessary qualities of every 
discourse,—clearness, interest, and force, with the pre- 
caution, however, that his academic style must be 
transformed into a more popular one for American 


audiences. 

If our priests-in-the-making assimilate the doctrine 
of this manual, and put its precepts into practice, they 
will go far to stop the mouths of those of the faithful 
who are ever asking, (sometimes not without reason, 
it must be admitted)—“what is the matter with our 
priests? They never seem to be able to preach a really 
good sermon.” 


ACTS OF THE APOSTLES (Catholic Scripture 
Manuals), by Madame Cecilia. Benziger Bros. Price: 
$3.00. I CANTI DIVINI, P. Domenico M. Tricerri, 
O. P. Marietti, (Turin). L. 20. 


Teachers and students of Sacred Scripture will wel- 
come this latest of the Catholic Scripture Manuals. In 
format and typography it is admirable. The type is 
nicely varied according to the relative importance of 
the matter. Throughout both Latin and English texts 
are given in parallel columns. When beneficial the 
translation has been compared with the original Greek. 
The volume is divided into Books 1 and 11. The 
exegetical work is thorough, in so far as it attains the 
end for which the book is intended, viz., Catholics pur- 
suing higher studies. The sections named, “Additional 
Notes,” and “Side-lights on the Acts,” are brimful of 
interest. References are made to authoritative 
Catholic exegetes, and reliable Non-Catholic sources. 
An atlas, covering the entire series, is’ published 
separately. 

Only too true, we fear, is the reproach cast upon 
Catholics by out-siders, that they are unfamiliar with 
the bible. While a Catholic has an infallible Church 
to guide him, and he is not obliged to have recourse 
to the Scriptures, (the last stand of those who believe 
in the “bible alone”), nevertheless, the living teacher is 


only one part of that Catholic rule of faith. Such rule 
does not exclude Scripture. It includes it, together 
with Tradition, as part of the rule of faith. A deeper 
and more appreciative interest in the Book of Books 
among Catholics is a desideratum devoutly to be 
wished. “The Acts” of Madame Cecilia will be a 
valuable aid to this consummation. Attention is called 
to the very effective manner in which the reverend 
author illustrates the doctrine of Christ in the passages 
of the Acts. In this way the student is made to see 
the flowering of that seed of doctrine which Jesus 
preached in the history of the first age of Christianity. 

Italian moderns are doing their share of labor to 
make the reading of Holy Scripture more popular. I - 
CANTI DIVINI is a paper bound, octavo volume of 
428 pages. The author’s scope is two-fold: first, to 
render accessible the treasures of biblical poetry; 
secondly, to present his subject in a thoroughly scienti- 
fic form. In our opinion he has succeeded admirably 
well. This first volume is concerned with the historical 
poetry of the Old Testament, and in particular the 
Psalms of David. The method of treatment consists 
of an appropriate introduction to each poem, its trans- 
lation into Italian verse, and a lucid commentary. 
Those who read Italian will find this book very helpful 
towards acquiring a more accurate knowledge of the 
inspired poems. We express the hope that such a 
valuable book may be translated in English. 


AMERICAN CARDINAL READERS; a Pre- 
Primer, edited by Edith M. McLaughlin, and Sister 
Mary Ambrose, O. S. D., A. M; illustrated by Martin 
F. Gleason. Books Seven and Eight, edited by T. 
Adrian Curtis, A. B. LL. B., Sister Mary Gertrude, 
A. M., Convent Station, N. J., and Arthur H. Quinn, 
Ph. D., Litt. D. Price $.96, Benziger Bros. 


The simplicity of the sentences of the Pre-Premer and 
the interesting pictures are well adapted to usher the 
little one through the first stages of the art of reading. 

The cultivation of youthful tastes in the matter of 
literature is a problem of fundamental import. Early 
impressions are lasting influences upon the future. Books 
Seven and Eight of the series merit high praise and 
earnest recommendation, as factors which will help 
greatly towards the solution of this problem. As the 
editor remarks, the purpose of reading is to seek en- 
lightenment, inspiration, consolation. We feel confident 
that these books will not only serve this three-fold 
purpose now, but will be conducive towards cultivating 
an intelligent and enthusiastic appetite for the best 
in literature which will stand the pupil in good stead 
in the after years. The selections are such as will 
foster, also, a hearty co-operation with the teacher. 
They are a very judicious choice from the best in 
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literature. 
herents of other creeds are allowed to appear. They 
are nicely disposed so as to cover the relations of an 
individual to God, to his neighbor, to his country, and 
to nature. 

THE TEACHER’s MANUAL will be of assistance to the 
professor. It contains summerized information on 
each selection, the occasion, author, theme, etc. 

These two volumes have our sincere praise and in- 
dorsement. Volume Nine is in preparation. 


THE EUCHARISTIC RENAISSANCE, by Thomas 
M. Schwertner, O. P. Macmillan Co., New York. 
Price: $2.00. 

At the time of the Chicago International Eucharistic 
Congress newspapers and periodicals teemed with in- 
formation of the magnificent event. Capable Catholics 
were in many instances the authors of the columns and 
articles. However, these news sheets left untouched 
much desirable data regarding Eucharistic Congress in 
general. Fr. Schwertner’s account of their origin, scope, 
and history is well written and very impressive. The 
birth of the idea in France at a time when that nation 
was sadly in need of grand external acts of faith and 
reparation; the multitudinous vicissitudes experienced 
before the idea matured into a reality; the splendid 
manifestations of faith in the Eucharistic Presence,— 
all form an interesting and inspiring story. The clergy 
especially will find this work worth having in their 
libraries. Unfortunately the book lacks an index. 


CEREMONIAL OF THE CHURCH: For the Use 


of the Catholic Churches in the United States of 
America. Ninth Edition. Revised by Rev. W. Car- 


They are not predominantly Catholic; ad-" 


roll Milholland, S. S., Master of Ceremonies,St. Mary’s 
Seminary, Baltimore, Md. H. L. Kilner & Co., Phila- 
delphia, Pa. Price: $3.00. 

The Baltimore Ceremonial is too well known to the 
reverend clergy of the country to require an extensive 
review of this ninth edition. The new edition has been 
revised in accordance with the New Code of Canon 
Law, the New Missal, the New Breviary, and recent 
decrees of the Sacred Congregation of Rites. It aims 
at the closest possible fidelity to approve Roman 
custom. For that reason the present volume should 
prove acceptable to the clergy. It is nicely bound in 
black cloth, with gold title and gold emblem stamped 
on the front cover. 


VADEMECUM. Tenth edition. By a Pius Author. 
Translated by M. S. Pine, Georgetown Visitation Con- 
vent. J. P. Daleiden Co., Chicago, Ill. Price $0.35. 


The Life of Sister Benigna Consolata Ferrero has 
made a profound impression on many souls, both inside 
and outside the religious life. This volume (prefaced 
by a brief account of Sister Benigna’s life by her con- 
fessor) contains the prayers used by her in making the 
Stations of the Cross, and in performing the other 
exercises common to the religious life. Her practical 
reflections on the Sacred Host; her words on love, 
humility, highest perfection, confidence, and mercy; 
her pious practises during Lent and the month of May; 
her method of recalling the mysteries of the rosary; 
her maxims and thoughts on holiness of life,—all these 
make interesting and profitable spiritual reading for 
souls who are striving to attain a more than ordinary 
sanctity. 


Ao thing to have in the house is a Mite Box or a Dime Bank. They 
are convenient receptacles for your loose change. What you put into them 





A MITE BOX WILL 
HOLD ANY KIND 
OF MONEY. WHEN 
IT {8S FRELED, 
BREAK IT OPEN 
AND SEND US rHE 
CONTENTS IN 
CHECK OR MONEY- 
ORDER OR CASH. 











you will probably not miss. 
This is a sort of painless giving. 
If you do miss it, so much the 
better for the cause for which 
you make the sacrifice. 
sacrifice money has a double 
value: it has a certain buying 
power and it surely carries a 
blessing. Which do you want, 
—the Box or the Bank? 

can have both, if you wish. 





A DIME BANK 
HOLDS DIMES. 
ABOUT FIFTY OF 
THEM. WHEN THE 
BANK IS FILLED, 
WRAP IT SECURE- 
LY AND SEND IT 
TO US BY REGIS- 
TERED MAIL. 


Self- 


You 














ADDRESS: 


PASSIONIST FATHERS, THE SIGN, UNION CITY, N. J. 


Please send me a Dime Bank—Mite Box. 


Name: 





Address 








Please write or print Name and Address very plain. 
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“By Such Sacrifices God’s Favor Is Obtained.” (Hes. 13/15.) 


We print here a list of Benefactors who have contributed to the relief of the famine-stricken in 
China. May God Himself reward abundantly their generous charity! 


“Gece hic, ent Circle, $228.70; ~ Ray ee G. G. $5; L. R. H. $5; M. L. $1; A Friend $1. 
ircle, ; Good Shepherd Circle, $5; Holy Souls : . : , ’ . 
Circle, $7; Little Flower Circle, $5; Monte Marte N. J.: Atlantic City, M. D. $6; Bayonne, M. O'C. $3; 


; . m H. S. $3; Belleville, J. L. M. $2; Bergenfield, M. 
Circle, $27.50; St. Hyacinth Circle, $11.70; Monas- Ny . - Clif; 
tery School, $68.93. ss Rs $1; Bloomfield, M. E. G. $3; Cliffside, pn 


Collingswood, cc hg $1; Dover, E. R. $1; 
ARK.: Little Rock, C. R. B. $2; Pocahontas, $2. Bast Orange, F. F. $1; M. A. O'B. $5; A. M. D. 


$10; Edgewater, S. S. $3; ‘ glizabeth, M. P. $4; G. 
CALIF.: ——, T. P. $3.10; Fresno, J. A. gs $I; 


; H. McM. $3.50; W. C. H. $5; Hackensack, 
Hollywood, M. --% Los Angeles, Anon. $1; J . O'S. $1. Haddonfield, F. McG. $5; Hamburg, 
$2; Anon.. $1; R T. $1; F. $1; San ez 


: $1; Harrison, J. C. S. $5; A. M. M. $1; Hobo- 
cisco, K. E. J. $5 Sierra ineare, $1. 


1: Sey Gig, Hg ete a 
CONN.: Bridgeport, M. A. H $1; Anon. $1; Danbury, pe Ss FM 
M. P. $1; Hartford, T. C. $1. 


Fr. 3: si; J. C. 3; M. BE. St; BM, Sis 
D. C.: Washington, S. W. $5. 


$1 CH. M. $1; G. S. $20; N. A. M. 
A. M. $2; tL a $1; E. M. $7; B. a eo 
HAWAII: Honolula, J. J. F. $10. 
ILL.: Bloomington, T. A. M. 


cG. $1; C. M. $1; M. M. $1 
$10; B. Dz 41 Montclair, G. 
"$5; 
> ¢ 
en oon $70; J. F. 7 
{c 3; D. N. $2; RK. LEK S01 BL 

$3; C. A. D.. $1; . . A. G. Bergen, | ‘B. .%, Orange, A. B. $2; M.'H. 
$5; G. A. S. $5; J. G. $1; B. J. T. $5; J. F. . $1; Oxford, T. K. $1; Paterson, O. B. D. $2; Anon. 
Anon, $1. ri a A. $5; F. L. S. ;_A. D. $2; $10; F. M. $1; South Orange, M. F. $1; P. H. O’C. 
E. H. $1; E. $1; R. N. $1; J. ; ; $5; Anon. $1; M. F. $1; Anon. $1; Anon. $1; Tren- 
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W. F. Newt. $6; W. McD. $1; 2; C if ton, H. W. $25; Union City, H. S. $1; J. McM. 

Anon. $5; East St. Louis, C. M. $i; Irwin, W. H. $1.88: Anon. $20; E. A. N10: M. ny $5: J. 

G. $3; Lake Forest, A. O'N. $1; P. F. , F. $1: M. F. $25: A. P. $1; Anon. $1; G. J. M. $5; 

$1; Mound City, F. J. K. $1; Mt. Carmel, Washington, A. H. $3; Weehawken, E. V. W. $1; 
1 


on Park, R. W. T. $5; Quincy, A. C. H. 4. W. N. $3.50; Westwood, E. E. R 


; Rockford, A. J. H. $8. N. Y.: Auburn, E. H. $2; Arrochar Park, H. G. I 

° es ubdurn, . 7 v An rrocnar ark, > x a 

IND.: Notre Dame, R. J. C. $2. $2; Bellaire, M. Q. $2; Brooklyn, C McC. $5; M. 
IOWA: Dubuque, T. W. $2; Festi _S. $1: K. M. $5; P. C. G. $1; K. B. $2; M. J. K. $1; 

Keokuk, V. H. $8. ~~ Te a heen Ole Anan. Lee. oe is 

$3.12; M. R. $2; A. E. H. $5: J. S. $2; H. O. $5; 

KY.: Covington, J. W. $1; P. R. $1; Louisville, A. L. a GC M. $2; P., B. $2; Ky i JS, $25 ‘et oh 

$1; F. B. $1. K. R. B. $1; A. P. $1; A. A. $1; W. J. F. $10; M. 

MD.: Baltimore, J. C. $25; B. M. C. $20. F. McG. $5; B M. $5; G. G. F. $3; M. McK. $1; 


' : A. R. C, $10; S. G. K. $2; Buffalo, M. A. M. $1: 
MASS.: Allston, G. H. $1; Arlington Heights, Anon. Anon. $1; Cedarhurst, = J. W. $10; Dean’ A 


$20; Anon. $20; J. M. $10; Besten, J.P. B. $5.10; Friend $1; E. R. C. $5; G. W. $1; A. M. C. $2 
W. P. S. $10; J. E. K. $10; L. C. P. $5; aoe Elmhurst, L. A. $2; J. McA. $5; Farmingdale, 
H. R. G. $5; Brockton, F. S. $1; 'D. M. C. $1; G. W. $6: Freeport, C. B. $2; Islip, J. J. M. 
A. L. $4; Brookline, A. M. B. $1; M. K. $1; J. M Jackson Heights, M. K. G. $2; E. J. M. $5; M. K 
R. 90; C. B. $5; A. M. B. Si; A. B.C. 3: S. P. S. . $10; Jamaica, A. Y. $1; Jamestown, J. Fs 
$15; M. MacN. $5; M. K. B. $5; J. C. $3; Cam- M. J. T. $10; Kingston, J. ‘ol $1; J. McN. $1; 
bridge, C. C. $5; J. H. $1; J. T. S. $1; F. MacD. B. y. $2; Lockport, E. C. O’C. $1; Mt. th, 
$1; Charlestown, M. E. K. $1; P. R. McC. $5; |G. $1; New Hartford, H. L. H. i$ New York, 
Anon. $1; Collinsville, J. T. $2; Dorchester, M. E. x. of M. B. $1: P. $10: O’M. $1; A. 
M. $5; H. O’R. $1; R. L. M. $2; T. O'C. $1; S. A. € $1: M.&T. K. 3. u a W. H. G. $2; 
M. $10; M. J. F. $3; J. R. F. $2; Everett, M. B. S. - McC. $8.50; M. T. C. $2; D. M. K. $1; M. & T. 
$25; cae ." a $2; Lowell, F. D. $5; C. M. . $2; M. K. $5; " J. L. $5; T. F. M. $10; W. E. 
E. J. $1; Lynn, M. M. $3; M. K. $2; . $10; B. M. $1; P. P. $5; A. F. $1; M. J. McD. 
Medford, M. s $1 Medford Hillside, R. J. Q. $25; Anon. $5; G. M. B. $1; V. S. $0.50; M. W. $1; 
Milton, R. M. $1; Plymouth, J. - McK. $5; F. B. $1; M. C. $4: M. A. McD. $1; C. E. $1; P. 
Revere, ~ L. M $2; Roxbury, F. j. F. $7; — McC. $3; B. M. B. $5; R. K. $1; E. McG. $2; M. 
ville, W. A. B. $2; South Boston, R. S. $2;M.M. 1. $3: FD. i; ES M. B. . $2; R K. 
$3; M. G. AE West Roxbury, M. A. C. $3; MWest $1: E. McG. 
Somerville, M. B. fi Winchester, M. A. K $1; kM. B 
Winthrop, C. P. P. $10; Woburn, P. B. C. $3; $1: M. S. 3 ca 
Wollaston, $5. keepsie, K. B. S. $2: Richmond Hill, P. G. $12; H. 
MICH.: Detroit, J. K. $1; Houghton, A.C. S. $1; E. M. $5; Saranac Lake, R.S. $2; J. M. $1; Sara- 
Marquette, N.'M. S. $5. 3 Springs ib > 4 si: EB ak .. p< $1; 
ou zone 
MINN.: Rutledge, P. P. $1. Park, P. H. $1; Springfield Gardens, Mrs. P. $5; 
MO.: Kansas City, B. K. $1; Maplewood, C. J. $5;  M. F. $1; Troy, E. K. $1; West Brighton, R. L. 
St. Joseph, F. B. $1; J. P. O’B. $4.70; St. Louis, _ $1; Yonkers, Anon. $1. 
F. S. C. $1; C. W. D. $25; Anon. $2; J. H. S. $1; N. D.: Turtle Lake, L. V. $5 

















OHIO: Athens, A = 4 - 
M. A. McF. $1; J. J. M. $2; M 
B. $10; Anon. f°; | as re 1A 
V.. $1; B. B. $i; M. . $1; 
Anon. si o Wi. “4343 B. 
$1.50; M. C. $1; A. B. re A. $1.50; Columbus, 
Anon. $1; A. J. M. "$2; Conese. S. B. $1; Hamil- 
ton, M. A. D. $1; G. K. $1; Ironton, Cc. B. $i; 
Sidney, A. M. B. $1. 


OKLA.: Tulsa, Anon. $1. 


OREGON: Beaverton, M. J. $1; Oregon City, M 
M. L. $1. 


PENNA.: “©. a 
Bethlehem, R. $3: -T. C $2; 
McD. $1; D. w. $1; hen B. $2; ne f 
D: Sis org Cc. 2 © Johnstown, =. 5. 
$5; Lansdale, H. T. $1; “Minooka, C. Vi Sis 

D. B. $2; Nanticoke, S. M 
F. $1; - oe 2 z M. J. $ 


; Pittsburg, o 
RK. $2; J. 

. C. See 8. W.§ . 
'D. $1; M. J. T. $1; 


$5; Atlas, G. P. $1; 
Dunmore, J. + 


4 $i; J. S..H, #25 E. M. $5; Scranton, J. A. P. $1; 
M. H. $1; J. J. C. $1. 


R. I.: Providence, M. McC. $1; J. P. $1; A. B. $1. 

S. D.: Sioux Falls, J. H. F. $1. 

TENN:.: Clarksville, A. B. $5; Nashville, S. F. $1; F. 
ji GC. $2. 


TEXAS: Corpus res, J. D. $1; Dallas, M. M. $1; 
Devine, S. M. . $l: a ° oe mS 


Houston, R. E. FE Si; J. 3 
VT.: Burlington, T. S. $1. 
VA.: Richmond, A. M. S. $5. 
W. VA.: Wheeling, M. B. $1; A. J. N. $10. 


WIS.: Green Bay, J. J. R. $1; Janesville, M. K. $1; 
Kennan, J. B. $1; Kansasville, W. $10; Lyons, 


B. B. $5; Madison, G. S. $1; Rhinelander, | PF. ae 
5. 


WYO.: Rock Springs, Anon. $1. 


CANADA:: Arthur, E. A. D. $2; Hamilton, C. R. H. 
$1.55; Windsor, E. & T. C. $1; 


B. W. I.: Kingston, L. A. D. $1. 











WANTED FOR OUR CHINESE MISSIONS 


We print here the list of articles requested by our Missionaries in China. It 
might well be that many of these articles can be supplied by Religious Commu- 
nities who find themselves with extras of this kind. 

We invite our readers to send us the articles if they possess them. Should they 
care to help the work by supplying any or all of the articles listed we will cheer- 
fully send the prices of each and further information regarding the purchase. 


Two Mass Kits 

Two Roman Missals 

One Censer & Boat 

Host Baking Machine 

Host Cutters, Large and Small 
Monstrance 
Candlesticks Large and Small 
Sets of Altar Cloths and Linens 


Stations of the Cross 

Large Holy Pictures for Framing 
Spiritual Reading Books 

Complete Chapel Outfit ($5,000 to $10,000) 
English Dictionaries 

Latin English Dictionaries 

English Latin Dictionaries 

Audel’s Masons’ & Builders’ Guide 


Bandages, White Clothes, Old Clothes 





Please write Rev. Fr. SILVAN LATOUR, C, P. 
c/o Foreign Mission Department, 


THE SIGN, 


UNION CITY, N. J. 











Sassnaeee 














A Selected List of Desirable Catholic Binks 


cA Good Book Is Always An Appropriate Gift 


SCRUPLES. Some Words of 
Consolation. By P. J. Gearon, O. 
C. C. Price: $1.25. 

This book is deserving of the 
large sale it is having. It is made 
up of reasoned words of conso- 
lation for the many souls suffering 
from scruples. 


EXTERNALS OF THE 
CATHOLIC CHURCH. By Rev. 
John F. Sullivan, D. D. Price; $2.00 

An exhaustive encyclopaedia of 
Catholic Ritual, Church Govern- 
ment and the history and meaning 
of things Catholic. A book for the 
progressive Catholic and enquiring 
non-Catholic. 


GOD AND MYSELF. By Rev. 
Martin J. Scott, S. J. Price: Paper 
$.25; Cloth $1.50. 

The True Religion explored. For 
Catholic and Non-Catholic. Con- 
vincing statements about religion,— 
modern and up-to-date. 


THE HAND OF MERCY. By 
Rev. Richard W. Alexander. Fore- 
word by Rev. Walter Elliot, C. S. 
P. Price: $1.25. 

Stories of conversions illustrating 
events and processes of thought 
leading to reception § into 
Church. A book possessing charm 
and variety. 


HER IRISH HERITAGE. By 
Annie M. P. Smithson. Price: 
$1.00. 


A vivid story of Dublin life that 
arrests the reader’s attention. 


THE HOLY HOUR IN GETH- 
SEMANE. By Rev. Francis P. 
Donnelly, S. J. Price: $1.25. 

A series of meditations embodying 
sympathy and the spirit of repara- 
tion, 


THE JESUITS. By 
Thomas J. Campbell, S. J. 
$2.50 


Rev. 
Price: 


A frank and fearless yet withal 
captivating history of the Jesuits 
from the foundation of the Society 
until present times. 


JESUS ALL GOOD. By Rev. 
Alexander Gallerani, S. J. Transla- 
ted by F. Loughnan. Price: $1.00. 

A book of meditations inspiring 
trust and confidence in God and 
instilling devotion. 


JESUS CRUCIFIED, OR THE 
SCIENCE OF THE CROSS IN 
THE FORM OF MEDITA- 
TIONS. By Fathers Pierre Marie 
and Jean Nicholas Grau S. J. Trans- 


the $1.25 








>] 
We have pleasure in an- 


nouncing on these pages a 
carefully selected list of 
choice books which are emin- 
ently Catholic in subject and 
tone. The collection has been 
assembled with a view not 
merely to interesting the 
reader, but to serve as man- 
uals of utility where points of 
Catholic doctrine or teaching 
are involved. All of the 
books advertised here have 
already been heartily recom- 
mended by prominent ec- 
clesiastics and laymen, and 
we have pleasure in cordially 
endorsing what they have 
written. On receipt of the 
published price any book 
mentioned in the list will be 
mailed to the reader from 
TuHE Sicn, Union City, N. J. 














lated by L. M. Leggatt. Price 

The science of the Cross, the way 
of perfection for Catholics living in 
the world 


JESUS OUR FRIEND. 
Rev. Charles J. White. 
$1.75. 

A book on the companionship of 
Jesus with man, His Help and 
Friendship and Love. 


LIFE EVERLASTING. By Rt. 
Rev. J. S. Vaughan, Bishop of 
Sebastopolis. Price: a. 

A picture of Heaven not as a 
“glorified theater” but a glorious 
ae tg consistent with true leve of 


By 
Price: 


THE LITTLE LIVES OF 
GREAT SAINTS. By J. O’K 
Murray. Price: $1.50. 

Short and interesting records of 
the lives of thirty-one saints. 


LIVING TEMPLES. By Bede 
Jarrett. Price: $1.00. 

A catechism of perfection in 
essay form for young boys con- 
taining excellent advice. 


A MANUAL FOR NUNS. By 
A Mother Superior. Price: Cloth 
$.90; Leather $1.50. 

. Select prayers and considerations 
for religious. 


A MISSIONARY’S NOTE- 
BOOK. By Rev. Richard Alexan- 
der Price: $1.25 

Graphic incidents, “real life” hap- 
penings in a priest’s life which serve 
for edification. 


MOONDYNE JOE. By John 
Boyle O’Reilly Price: 1.25. 

An Australian prison story of 
adventure and escape, with many 
dare-devil adventures. 


A MOTHER’S LETTERS. By 
ee Alexander, O. F. M. Price 
1.25. 


A book for mothers to give to 
their daughters replete with Catho- 
lic views on such interesting sub- 
jects as courtship and marriage. 


REBUILDING A LOST 
FAITH. By an American Agnos- 
tic. Price: Paper $.60; Cloth $2.50. 

A story powerfully delineated of 
the motives, influences and argu- 
ments which led the writer to re- 
gain faith in God. 


TRUE DEVOTION TO THE 
PASSION. By Blessed Battista 
Varani. Price: $1.00. 

A series of meditations and re- 
flections on the mental and bodily 
pains of Our Lord during the Pas- 
sion. 


WATCHING AN HOUR. By 
Rev. Francis P. Donnelly, S. J. 
Price: $1.25. 

A book of the Blessed Sacrament, 
furnishing food for profitable 
thought on the exalted mystery of 
the Eucharist, and suitable for 
public or private devotions. 


WHEN, WHOM AND HOW 
TO MARRY. By Rev. C. McNeiry 
C. SS. R. Price $.60. 

Sensible advice and counsel for 
the matrimonially minded by an ex- 
perienced missionary. 


THE WINTER OF DISCON- 
TENT. By James Francis Barrett. 
Price: $2.00. 

An interesting story of a dissatis- 
fied wife,—socially ambitious, and 
an overworked and indifferent hus- 
band, with the inevitable denoue- 
ment culminating in divorce. 


YOU AND YOURS. By Rev. 
Martin J. Scott, S. J. Price: Paper 
$.25; Cloth $1.50. A collection of 
fifteen virile talks on family life, 
containing sage counsel and interes- 
ting information. 
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THE CATHOLICS’ READY 
ANSWER. By Rev. M. P. Hill, 
S. J. Price: $2.15. 

A series of up to the minute 
answers to attacks on Christian Re- 
velation and Catholic Morality. 
Convincing, timely, serviceable and 
interesting. 


THE FINGER OF GOD. 4 
Rev. Robert W. Brown, M. 
Price: $1.95. 

A human account possessing 
charm and naivete of memorable in- 
cidents in a priest’s life. 


INTRODUCTION TO A DE- 
VOUT LIFE. By St. Francis de 
Sales. Price: $1.05. 

Discourses for devout souls liv- 
ing in the world but not of it. 


LETTERS ON MARRIAGE. 
By Rev. Henry S. Spalding S. J. 
Price: $1.35. 

Fruitful thoughts for 
pastors and social workers. 


BLESSED SACRAMENT 
BOOK. By Rev. F. X. Lasance. 
Price: Imitation Leather $2.25; 
American seal, $4.00. 

A versatile collection of prayers 
and devotions, old and new, beauti- 
ful and useful, to Our Lord in the 
Blessed Sacrament. 


EVER TIMELY THOUGHTS. 
By Rev. Edward P. Garesché, S. J. 
Price: $1.00. 

Twenty essays on worth-while 
subjects, cheerfully written. 


HOLY SOULS BOOK. 
Rev. F. X. Lasance. Price: $1. re. 
Morocco $3.75. 

A complete prayer-book of de- 
votions for the poor Souls in Pur- 
gatory. 

MY PRAYER BOOK. By Rev. 
F. X. Lasance. Price: Cloth $1.35; 
Better bindings up to $8.50. 

A Complete manual of devotions, 
old and new, for all Church seasons. 


YOUR OWN HEART. By Rev. 
Edward F. Garesché, S. J. Price 
$1.00. 

An inspiration to men to do 
better spiritually. 

THE HOLY BIBLE. Price: 
Cloth $2.50; Morocco $7.50. 

Contains latest notes, appendices, 
maps and references. 


WHEN LOVE IS STRONG. 
By Grace Keon. Price: $1.80. 

A crisp plot and easy develop- 
ment. 

MIRAGE, 
Price $1.60. 

A poignant story of a girl’s suf- 
fering, feelingly told. 


THE MIGHTY FRIEND. By 
Pierre L’Ermite. Price $2.15. 

A story of country life coupled 
with Labor Warfare. 


parents, 


By Inez Specking. 








In an age of irreligious, 
prurient and mentally de- 
moralising literature it is re- 
freshing to find books and 
publications which do not 
pander to the popular craze 
for sensationalism and sex- 
problems, especially the hec- 
ticneurotic type frequently 
encountered in the cheap no- 
velette. Pure, good and moral 
books are to the jaded mind, 
what an oasis in the desert 
is to the tired and thirsty 
traveller. Pure books, moral 
books, Catholic books of the 
best type are advertised on 
these pages. Buy one. Read 
it yourself. Lend it to a non- 
Catholic friend. Or better 
still buy a book for a non- 
Catholic friend. Help to 
spread the apostolate of a 
clean press, help to keep the 
minds of the people unsullied 
by the stream of infidel and 
impure books flooding the 

United States. 




















FABIOLA. By Cardinal Wise- 
man. Price $.95. 

A story of the primitive Church 
when profession of Faith meant 
martyrdom. 


MARRIAGE AND MOTHER- 
HOOD. By Alice, Lady Lovat. 
Price $1.50. 

Speaks for itself. Catholic teach- 
ing on the duties and responsibili- 
ties of motherhood. 


FALSE GODS. By Will Scar- 
lett. Price $2.15. 

A vivid story of a soul. 

NOVELS. By Isabel C. Clarke. 
Price: $1.65. 

Average Cabins. By the Blue 
River. Children of Eve. the 
Elstones. Eunice. Fine Clay. 
Lady Trent’s Daughter. Light on 
the Lagoon. The Potter’s House, 
Prisoners’ Years. The Rest House. 
The Secret Citadel. Tressider’s 
Sister. Ursula Finch. Whose 
Name is Legion. 

Also the following price: $2.15. 

Anna Nugent. Carina. Children 
of the Shadow. Viola Hudson. It 
Happened in Rome. 


THE HOME WORLD. By 
et Francis X. Doyle, S. J. Price 


Friendly Counsels for Home— 
keeping hearts. A book to put into 
the hands of Catholics who believe 
in home and its comforts and plea- 
sures. A book that will live and do 
great good. 


OUT TO WIN. By Rev. Joseph 
P. Conroy, S. J. Price $1.60. 

This is just the right kind of book 
to give to a boy. 


SHORT CONFERENCES ON 
THE SACRED HEART. By Rev. 
Henry Brinkmeyer. Price $.95. 

Devout souls whether in the 
cloister or the world, cannot fail to 
have their love quickened and sus- 
tained by its heavenly wisdom. 


THE WAY OF INTERIOR 
PEACE. By Rev. Father De 
Lehen, S. J. Price $2.40. 

Many persons of good will, but of 
a scrupulous, doubtful or erroneous 
conscience, will find a true guide 
and consoler in this book, so cal- 
culated to impart tranquillity, con- 
tentment and love of God to hearts 
agitated by anxieties of conscience. 


IN HEAVEN WE KNOW 
OUR OWN. By Pére Blot, S. J. 
Price $.80. 

A book of solace for the suffering. 


YEARNING FOR GOD. By 
a0 Joseph J. Williams, S. J. Price 


There is in every soul a voice 
clamoring for peace; this book 
shows the way to peace. It will 
encourage therefore, not only those 
well advanced in the spiritual life, 
but will attract the indifferent who 
have believed Divine union almost 
impossible of attainment for them- 
selves, or who have entirely ban- 
ished the thought from their minds. 
You read the book as you read a 
romance; you are amused, you are 
interested, you are learning history, 
science and literature, you are 
enjoying yourself, but unconscious- 
ly you are absorbing the very nar- 
row of Christian Doctrine. 


THE HOLINESS OF THE 
CHURCH IN THE NINE- 
TEENTH CENTURY. By Rev. 
Constantine Kempf, S. J. Transla- 
ted by Rev. Francis Breymann, S. 
J. Price $2.90. 

A record of saintly men and 
women of our own times. This 
is a book that should find an eager 
welcome in every Catholic semi- 
nary, university, college, academy. 
monastery, convent, and home in 
this, and every ‘other, English 
speaking country. 


A MILL TOWN PASTOR. By 
£90. Joseph P. Conroy, S. J. Price 
1 


Here is an interesting book about 
an interesting man, the story of a 
witty and valiant priest,—a gripping 
beok and an intensely human one. 
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STATEMENT OF CONDITION A OFFICERS 


OF 
Highland Trust Company Banking Chairman of the Board 


FRANK C. FERGUSON 
of New Jersey 


Summit Avenue and Seventh Street President 
(TRANSFER STATION) H u LIVINGSTON WILLSE 
UNION CITY, N. J. ouse 


At Close of Business, June 30th, 1926 it Vice-President 
of Meri LOUIS L. SCHMI 
ASSETS ae > ee 


U. S. Government Bonds . . $342,215.94 rs . 
State, County and City Bonds . 281,257.30 Vice-President-Secretary 
Railroad Bonds and other CHARLES M. MINDNICH 
Stocks and Bonds. . rey 
First Mortgages on Real Estate . 2,125,747. 
Loans and Notes Purchased . 1,318,985.43 Treasurer 
Cash on Hand and in Banks . 288,584.32 THOMAS G. HENDERSON 
Accrued Interest Receivable . 69,437.68 
Real Estate, Furniture and Fixtures 83,001.00 


$5,805,862.53 

















OUR Assistant Secretary-Treasurer 


P ; 
FRIENDLINESS eee a ee 
®. LIABILITIES AND 
Capital .. ‘ 4 ' -$300,000.00 
Surplus and Undivided Profits . 225,064.51 HELPFULNESS TO 


Unearned Discount ; ; . 4,518.91 
Reserved for Interest, Taxes, Etc. . ; OUR PATRONS IS 


Bills Payable . : : ‘ 325,000. 
1 yable aNo. 2. "5 A VALUABLE 


Reserved for Dividen 
Deposits : P ASSET NOT ‘ , 
$5,805,862.53 LISTED Monday Evenings, 6 to 8.30 o'clock 


BANKING HOURS 
Daily from 9 A. M. to 3 P.M. 
Saturday, 9 A. M. to 12 M. 




















UR representative has called at Ghris imads Git t AY 


the Brunswick Laundry, 220 What shall we give? 
Tonnelle Avenue, Jersey City, worry much about what we are to receive at 
N. J., and made a thorough inspection Christmas. But we do worry about what 
of the Largest Laundry in Ametice. He we are to give. We are afraid that we may 
sak eid ot, Talk sealant overlook someone, or that our gift will not 


As a rule we don't 


Pig ‘ be appropriate or acceptable. 
sanitation brought to perfection, he has 


I aking e list of ° y 
found over 600 Employees, cheerful, n making out the list of those to whom 
= ae ae ee ees you will give presents, don’t overlook our 
healthy and satisfied with their jobs, 


. Lord Himself. It’s His birthday, and He 
their pay and their employers. Patrons should not be forgotten. You can honor 


are always invited to visit this large Him and remember Him by helping those 
plant and see for themselves the famine-stricken in China whose dire poverty 
process of washing and ironing. The recalls the poverty of the Infant Christ. 

Brunswick Laundry’s policy has always Whatever you give in Christ’s name will 
been fair play to all employees and be acceptable to Him. He is so big that He 


toop to receive the lle vor. st 
customers. We _ gladly recommend can’ stoop to receive the smallest favor. Ju 
send your gift to The Passionist Missionaries, 
care of The Sign, Union City, N. J., and it 
shall be forwarded to China at once. 


this firm to our readers, 





(9) ld No 7) Of course, you would! What I mean is 
OU OU. this: If you had been living in Bethlehem 
on the first Christmas Eve you would gladly have given food and shelter 
to Joseph, and Mary with the unborn Christ. They were strangers; 
and their poverty concealed their greatness. To all appearances they 
were nobodies. Yet what a privilege to have housed Joseph and Mary! 


Surely someone lost a glorious opportunity of befriending the Infant 


Christ when He so sorely needed a bit of ordinary human kindness! 


‘> 


Se A i : LS Sie Be. es 
Pho f B H y 
Pe ee ee THERE WAs No Room FoR THEM IN THE INN 


Will you give something—anything—for the relief of the famine victims 
of our mission district in China. To us they are strangers. But they are 
known to Christ, redeemed by His Blood. Their very poverty brings 
them into closer resemblance to Him, and gives us an opportunity of 
doing Him a personal service, since He regards as done for Himself 


whatever we do for these His least brethren. Please send your 


donations at once to: The Passionist Mission- Mill 9 
aries, care of The Sign, Union City, N. J. l OU. 





